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CHAPTER    I. 


On  approaching  Napoli  cli  Romania  with  all 
canvas  set,  studding  sails  on  both  sides, 
swelling  out  with  the  freshening  sea-breeze 
that  usually  blows  up  the  gulf  after  mid- 
day, several  foreign  men-of-war,  chiefly 
French  and  Russians,  were  descried  at 
anchor  off  the  town;  so  preparations  were 
made  to  astonish  them  by  shortening  all 
sail  together,  and  Mr.  Nettings  evinced 
delight  at  so  favourable  an  opportunity  of 
showing  off  the  smartness  of  the  crew,  and 
he  rubbed  his  hands  gleefully  as  he  moved 
from  spot  to  spot,  to  see  that  every  one  was 
at  his  appointed  station.     After  this,  with 
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a  flushed  face  and  folded  arms,  he  stood  in 
the  centre  of  the  quarter-deck,  confident  of 
exciting  the  surprise,  admiration,  and  envy 
of  all  beholders ;  for  in  those  days,  it  must 
be  confessed,  Gallic  tars,  and  the  green-clad 
booted  mariners  of  the  Autocrat  of  Russia, 
were  not  accustomed  to  attempt  such  dis- 
plays of  nautical  skill  and  agility,  being 
far  less  expert  at  such  feats  than  they  are 
now.  Striking  a  topmast,  for  instance,  or 
even  shifting  a  topsail  yard,  were  seldom 
ventured  upon  in  the  presence  of  English 
critics. 

Not  a  word,  not  a  whisper,  emanated 
from  the  well-disciplined  mass,  as,  with 
patient  ardour,  they  awaited  the  word  of 
command.  The  mids  in  the  tops  were 
standing  by  top-gallant  studding-sail  tacks 
and  royal  sheets ;  their  brother  officers  below 
scattered  about  the  deck,  ready  to  let  go 
the  light  ropes,  and  not  a  hand  on  board 
was  permitted  to  want  employment.  With 
keen  expectation  the  first-lieutenant  threw 
his  eyes  about  on  every  side,  anxiously  an- 
ticipating the  reward  of  his  unwearied  exer- 
tions to  gain  for  the  Felicity  the  reputation 
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of  a  smart  ship — a  title,  officers  of  his  class 
usually  strive  to  acquire  for  the  vessel  they 
serve  in,  especially  when  they  have  as  mucli 
cause  as  he  had  to  feel  thoroughly  satisfied 
with  the  conduct  of  his  superior  towards 
him. 

A  captain's  judicious  appreciation,  and 
acknowledgment  of  any  particularly  praise- 
worthy zeal  manifested  by  his  officers  for 
the  efficiency  of  the  craft  he  commands,  is 
undoubtedly  productive  of  the  best  effects, 
and  unquestionably  profitable  to  himself; 
at  the  same  time  that  it  serves  to  promote 
beneficial  contentment  amongst  those  whose 
lot  it  may  be  to  be  dependent  upon  him  for 
the  enjoyment  of  life  for  the  space  of  three 
years, — a  long  period,  forsooth,  when  there 
exists  perpetual  cause  for  complaint.  But, 
thanks  to  these  enlightened  times,  real 
grounds  for  dissatisfaction  afloat  are 
happily  becoming  rarer,  and  the  exercise 
of  injustice  by  one  in  authority  is  almost 
sure  to  procure  him  unenviable  notoriety, 
prejudicial  to  professional  interests. 

Now,  the  majestic  frigate  nears  her  goal, 
the  momentous  moment  is  at  hand, — "  fire 
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starboard!"  "fire  larboard!"  liave  been 
uttered  at  equal  intervals  by  the  gunner 
on  the  main  deck,  directing  the  firing  of 
the  salute,  and  as  the  report  of  the  last  gun 
echoed  through  the  air,  and  a  ring  of  smoke 
rose  amidst  the  wreathing  cloud  that  en- 
veloped it,  the  naval  adjutant,  at  a  beck 
from  his  chief,  vociferated,  "  Shorten  sail !" 
in  a  stentorian  voice,  and  in  an  instant  the 
crowd  of  canvas  disappeared,  and  the  whole 
character  of  the  stately  vessel's  look  was 
altered,  as  if  by  magic. 

"  Well  done,  my  men !"  said  the  applaud- 
ing captain,  much  pleased  at  the  result ; — 
and  Mr.  Nettings  did  not  fail  to  bestow 
Avell  merited  praise  on  the  gladdened  tars, 
directly  the  sails  were  furled  and  tlie  yards 
squared. 

Great  good  is  often  vrrought  by  a  little 
opportune  encouragement  of  this  kind. 
Tell  Jack  he  is  a  smart  fellow,  and  he  will 
esteem  it  a  higher  compliment  than  if  you 
gave  him  credit  for  exhibiting  all  the  car- 
dinal virtues,  and  when  once  a  vessel  has 
obtained  the  character  of  being  superior  to 
others  in  manual  dexterity,  her  crew  will 
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strain  every  sinew  to  retain  unimpaired  the 
well  prized  distinction.  But  when  sailors 
perceive  that  their  hopes  of  I'endering  their 
craft  an  example  to  others  are  frustrated  by 
causes  beyond  their  control,  they  soon  be- 
come apathetic  and  indifferent,  and  if 
twitted  by  tars  of  other  vessels,  as  belong- 
ing to  a  ^'  slumray,"  are  quite  ready  to  join 
in  any  animadversions  on  the  deficient 
qualifications  of  their  superiors,  to  whom 
they  attribute  their  subjection  to  rallyings. 
The  arrival  at  Napoli  seemed  to  diffuse 
general  satisfaction  amongst  the  officers, 
who  anticipated  with  much  pleasure  visit- 
ing Argos,  Mycenie,  and  Tiryns.  The 
Acropolis  of  the  former  was  visible  from 
the  ship,  the  lofty  eminence  towering  above 
the  plain  whereon  the  martial  hosts  of  other 
days  were  wont  to  display  their  prowess. 

At  Argos,  now,  the  visitor  looks  in  vain 
for  mementos  of  its  former  self,  when  the 
magnificent  capital  of  an  important  division 
of  the  Peloponnesus  ruled  by  renowned 
raonarchs.  Its  amphitheatre,  which  from  its 
durable  nature  appears  to  have  escaped  efface- 
ment  by  the  lapse  of  ages,  still  presents  evi- 
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dence  of  its  original  extent  and  condition. 
Besides  tliis,  nought  save  the  meagre  ruins 
of  an  ancient  building,  in  another  quarter, 
arrests  attention,  when  seeking  for  memo- 
rials of  the  past.  Formerly,  the  substantial, 
stately  edifices  at  Myceme  were  discernible 
from  Argos ;  and  Sophocles,  the  old  gentle- 
man who  died  from  excess  of  joy,  a  very 
unfrequent  cause  of  death  in  modern  times, 
exclaims — 

<♦  There  upon  the  left 
Is  Juno's  famous  temple.     Where  we  stand 
Thou  niayst  behold  Mycenae's  palaces, 
Splendid  with  gold." 

To  the  traveller  who  has  a  taste  for  mas- 
sive architectural  relics,  devoid  of  beauty, 
Mycense  and  Tiryns,  especially  the  latter, 
still  offer  plenty  of  material  for  examina- 
tion and  reflection.  On  entering  the  tomb 
of  Agamemnon,  as  it  is  usually  called,  al- 
though rightly  denominated  the  treasury  of 
Atreus,  what  immense  blocks  of  stone  asto- 
nish the  sight — their  size,  weight,  and  posi- 
tion indicating  the  skilful  labours  of  ancient 
masons!     This  very  singular  subterranean 
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structure,  dome-shaped  within,  and  covered 
with  earth  without,  has  the  external  appear- 
ance of  a  hirge  tumulus.  Its  diameter  is 
rather  less  than  fifty  feet,  and  its  height 
rather  more.  It  was  tenanted  at  the  time 
spoken  of  by  a  cruel  colony  of  those  lively 
little  insects  who  prey  upon  the  human 
species,  attacking  without  mercy  or  discri- 
mination, as  if  for  the  purpose  of  producing 
as  permanent  impressions  on  the  body  as  the 
place  is  sure  to  do  on  the  mind.  To  those 
who  have  never  experienced  to  its  fullest  ex- 
tent the  power  tliese  industrious  diminutive 
animals  possess  to  destroy  a  traveller's  relish 
for  contemplation  amidst  classic  scenes 
fraught  with  soul-stirring  reminiscences,  it 
is  not  so  easy  to  convey  an  adequate  idea  of 
the  pitiableness  of  our  condition  when  we 
emerged  from  this  retreat  of  secret  foes. 

From  hence,  a  short  walk  carried  us 
amongst  the  gigantic  samples  of  the  style  of 
building  that  characterized  this  Cyclopean 
city,  (perhaps  co-eval  with  the  Pyramids,) 
which,  according  to  Homer,  was  fortified 
before  the  Trojan  war.  The  principal  ob- 
ject of  note  here  is  the  oft-mentioned  Gate 
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of  Lions,  where,  upon  a  single  stone,  are 
sculptured,  in  bas-relief,  two  rampant  lions, 
now  headless.  These  are,  probably,  the 
oldest  specimens  of  primitive  sculpture  ex- 
tant. But  Tiryns  exhibits  the  finest  and 
most  surprising  tokens  of  the  character  of 
the  Cyclopean  architecture  of  the  heroic 
ages,  anterior  to  the  records  of  history,  we 
possess. 

Greece,  at  the  period  of  this  visit,  was 
convulsed  throughout,  and  the  lawlessness 
of  its  revolutionary  inhabitants  rendered  it 
advisable  for  strangers,  proceeding  any  dis- 
tance from  the  sea-coast,  to  make  their  ex- 
cursions in  parties  strong  enough  to  obviate 
the  likelihood  of  being  plundered.  But 
two  doughty  mids,  despising  such  precau- 
tions, and  entirely  disagreeing  vntli  Falstaff 
as  to  the  properties  of  discretion,  deter- 
mined to  keep  each  other  company  in  a  ride 
into  the  interior,  unarmed  with  aught  save 
one  "  pocket  pistol"  between  them,  to  pro- 
vide against  thirst  instead  of  robbery.  Ac- 
cordingly, they  sallied  forth  intent  on  amuse- 
ment, quite  ridiculing  the  idea  of  there  ex- 
isting any  necessity  for  apprehension.  They 
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reached  their  destination  in  due  time,  con- 
gratulating themselves  on  the  absence  of  all 
cause  for  distrusting  those  they  encountered, 
and  being  arrived  at  some  venerable  ruins, 
they  dismounted  to  inspect  them,  receiving 
useful  information  from  certain  individuals 
who  volunteered  their  services  as  guides.  It 
"was  not  long,  however,  before  the  confiding 
tourists  discovered  symptoms  of  suspicious 
confabulation  and  conference  amongst  their 
attendants  who  were  so  courteous  at  first, 
but  soon  began  to  demand  "  Backsheesh, 
backsheesh !"  Liberal  pecuniary  donations 
were  consequently  bestowed ;  but  these  gifts 
did  not  suffice  to  satisfy  the  cupidity  of  the 
extortioners,  who  clamoured  for  further  sup- 
plies. The  entrapped  youths,  perceiving 
the  state  of  affairs,  drew  forth  more  dollars 
and  piastres,  and  divided  them  amongst 
their  fierce-looking  companions,  hoping  this 
generosity  would  be  the  means  of  putting  a 
stop  to  their  unpleasant  proposals  and  ges- 
ticulations. Not  so,  however ;  for  not  con- 
tent with  extracting  the  last  coin  from  the 
pockets  of  the  involuntary  donors,  they  be- 
came covetous  of  their  rain;ent,  and  evinced 
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their  intention  of  possessing  it.  This  acting 
upon  the  principle  of  Cagsar,  that  nothing 
was  done  whilst  anything  remained  undone, 
did  not  accord  with  the  young  officers'  ideas 
of  propriety,  and  they  vehemently  protested 
against  being  deprived  of  their  garments,  but 
their  remonstrances  were  of  no  avail,  and  they 
were  speedily  despoiled  of  certain  articles  of 
clothing  they  could  not  conveniently  dispense 
with.  They  pleaded  very  earnestly  to  be  al- 
lowed to  keep  their  unmentionables,  but  this 
boon  was  not  granted,  and  they  were  forced 
to  yield  up  everything  but  shirts  and  boots. 
Thus  attired,  they  separated  from  their 
pillagers,  bare  above  and  below.  The  effects 
of  the  vertical  rays  of  a  meridian  sun  on 
their  heads,  and  the  friction  of  the  saddles 
elsewhere  producing  sensations  well  calcu- 
lated to  convince  them  of  the  erroneousness 
of  their  suppositions  a  few  hours  before. 
After  being  liberated,  they  felt  somewhat 
crest-fallen ;  but  soon  recovering  their 
spirits,  they  laughed  at  their  respective 
appearances,  and  spoke  jocularly  of  their 
losses.  However,  as  they  approached  their 
journey's  end,  in  this  peculiar  plight,  they 
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experienced  certain  feelings  of  shame  on 
noticing  the  ^vonder  and  smiles  of  all  they 
passed,  and  being  shouted  at  by  some  as 
they  rode  into  the  town  at  a  gallop,  creating 
quite  a  stir,  and  many  probably  imagining 
they  had  ridden  thus  lightly  clad  for  a 
wager,  as  young  English  officers  were  con- 
sidered capable  of  enacting  any  fooleries  for 
the  sake  of  frolic.  On  gaining  the  inn 
near  the  beach,  they  vaulted  off  their  steeds 
and  rushed  into  the  house  precipitately, 
causing  consternation  in  their  flight  up  the 
staircase  to  reach  beds  wherein  to  deposit 
themselves.  They  subsequently  related 
their  misadventure  to  the  landlord,  and 
procured  the  use  of  some  lax  apparel,  to 
enable  them  to  rise  and  partake  of  some 
refreshment,  which  they  much  needed  after 
their  excursion.  They  then  wrote  off  to 
their  best  friends  on  board,  giving  a  brief 
sketch  of  what  had  befallen  them,  and 
requesting  an  immediate  change  of  clothes, 
explaining  the  nature  of  those  they  had  on. 
This  application  did  not  obtain  them  the 
required  relief,  for  their  messenger  returned 
empty-handed,  which  showed  them  exactly 


12  ARTHUR  MONTAGUE ;   OR, 

why  what  they  wanted  was  withheld.  In 
this  conjuncture  they  felt  grievously  at  a 
loss  how  to  act  so  as  to  defeat  the  expecta- 
tions of  their  unaccommodating  messmates, 
whom  they  knew  full  well  were  forming  de- 
lightful visions  of  their  grotesque  appear- 
ance in  a  Franco-Grecian  garb,  and  pro- 
mising themselves  a  rich  treat.  After  ma- 
ture rumination  on  the  circumstances  of  the 
case,  tlie  uneasy  couple  decided  it  would  be 
infinitely  worse  remaining  out  of  tlie  ship 
after  sunset,  contrary  to  orders,  than  ap- 
pearing on  board  during  daylight,  exposed 
to  the  ridicule  of  their  sarcastic  brethren, 
so  they  went  on  board,  clad  as  they  Avere. 
Directly  the  mid  of  the  watch  perceived 
them  coming  off  from  the  shore,  he  sent 
down  the  tidings  to  the  berth,  and  all  their 
messmates  were  speedily  congregated  on 
deck  to  receive  the  young  gentlemen  on 
their  return  from  a  pleasure  cruise.  In 
due  course  the  youths  faced  the  unsympa- 
thizing  phalanx,  who  uncovered  and  saluted 
them  as  they  crossed  the  gangway,  and  as 
they  discovered  the  impossibility  of  getting 
down  the  main  ladders  or  escaping  forward 
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to  the  fore  ones,  tliey  were  compelled  to 
traverse  the  quarter-deck,  where  they  were 
detained  some  minutes,  subject  to  a  trying 
ordeal  ere  they  were  permitted  to  rush 
below.  Excepting  a  certain  quantity  of 
censure  from  the  first  lieutenant,  and  an 
ample  allowance  of  raillery  in  their  mess, 
*'  Charley  and  Arthur"  did  not  sufier  for 
their  foolhardiness. 

While  stationed  oiF  Napoli,  as  senior 
ofiicer  the  captain  occasionally  gave  himself 
"  a  roving  commission"  for  a  week  or  so  at 
a  time,  and  very  agreeable  these  cruises 
proved,  rendering  one  acquainted  with 
many  spots  celebrated  in  history,  and  being 
familiar  to  the  imagination  as  entitled  to 
reverential  recollection ;  and  wliilst  contem* 
plating  localities  thus  hallowed  to  memory, 
all  doubtless  experienced  the  correctness  of 
Cicero's  remark  that  "  when  we  look  upon 
the  scenes  which  illustrious  men  of  old  fre- 
quented, our  feelings  are  more  deeply  ex- 
cited than  even  by  hearing  the  record  of 
their  deeds  or  perusing  the  works  of  their 
genius." 

From    Corinth's    famous    citadel,    high 
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elevated  on  its  lioary  rock,  had  we  looked 
down  upon  the  oft  blood-stained  Isthmus, 
dividing  the  ^gean  and  Ionian  waters ! 

From  the  summit  of  jEgina's  wooded  isle, 
beside  the  ruins  of  Jove's  temple,  was  sur- 
veyed the  splendid  prospect  bounded  by  the 
purple  mountains  of  the  Morea ! 

In  the  deep  Bay  of  Salamis  was  seen, 
where  the  formidable  Persian  fleet  were 
routed  by  one-fifth  their  force,  under  the 
valiant  Themistocles ! 

On  the  plains  of  far-famed  Marathon  was 
viewed  the  spot  where  Miltiades  and  his 
stout-hearted  Athenians  gained  their  glorious 
victory  over  the  countless  host  of  Darius ! 

In  the  ever-memorable  Thessalian  pass 
was  beheld  the  ground  where  the  boastful 
Xerxes,  so  confident  of  the  easy  conquest  of 
fair  Greece,  was  discomfited  by  a  small 
heroic  band ! 

In  Athens,  we  had  roamed  amongst  the 
many  marble  monuments  reared  in  honour 
of  ideal  deities,  whom  a  superstitious  people 
were  wont  to  venerate  as  the  directors  of 
their  destinies  and  the  arbiters  of  their  fate. 

Here,  on  the  Hill  of  Mars,  we  paused^ 
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where  stood  of  yore  the  holy  Apostle  of  the 
Gentiles,  revealing  the  attributes  and  enun- 
ciating the  promises  of  his  Maker  and 
Master. 

There  upon  the  plain,  we  scanned  the 
stately  proportions  of  the  splendid  lofty 
columns  that  formed  part  of  the  vast  temple 
of  Jupiter  Olympius,  an  edifice  of  transcen- 
dent magnificence,  befitting  his  supremacy, 
the  undertaking  of  Pisistratus,  incomplete 
for  seven  centuries,  till  the  time  of  Adrian. 

At  the  Pantheon,  thoughts  arose  of  its 
imposing  appearance  in  the  days  of  its 
pristine  grandeur,  when  the  spacious  fabric 
was  supported  by  a  hundred  and  twenty 
pillars,  and  the  exterior  elaborately  embel- 
lished by  exquisite  carving,  illustrative  of 
the  histories  of  the  several  majestic  charac- 
ters to  whom  it  was  dedicated. 

Within  the  beautiful  temple  of  Theseus 
we  lingered  to  admire  and  examine  the 
details  of  the  sculptural  decorations  depict- 
ing the  combats  of  the  Centaurs  and  La- 
pi  th^e,  and  as  we  inspected  the  chaste  archi- 
tecture of  this  elegant  structure,  we  were 
surprised  to  perceive  how  little  it  had  been 
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defaced  by  the  unsparing  hand  of  the  uni- 
versal dilapidator. 

On  the  stone  terrace  of  the  Pnyx,  or 
Forum,  we  sat  where  the  elated  or  excited 
populace  were  wont  to  congregate  to  be 
edified,  chided,  or  stimulated  by  the  soul- 
stirring  rhetoric  of  Demosthenes,  or  to  hear 
the  proclamation  of  the  laurel  crown,  the 
token  of  triumph,  being  about  to  be  con- 
ferred on  a  fellow-citizen. 

From  hence  we  observed  where  the  vene- 
rable vilified  philosopher  who  disdained  to 
retain  life  at  the  sacrifice  of  liis  principles, 
was  constrained  to  swallow  the  fatal  draught 
that  was  awarded  him  as  a  requital  for  his 
patriotism,  probity,  and  wise  counsels,  be- 
sides that  valour  in  the  field  that  saved  the 
lives  of  Xenophon  and  Alcibiades. 

The  sight  of  the  spot  where  the  instructor 
of  the  illustrious  Plato  terminated  his  me- 
morable career,  created  reflection  on  the 
eminent  services  and  sad  fate  of  those  cele- 
brated men  whose  fame  and  superior  qua- 
lities rendered  them  tlie  objects  of  inveterate 
envy,  jealousy,  and  slander  in  an  age  when 
these  dire  passions  were  dominant  in  that 
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land  of  vaunted  liberty,  but  base  ingratitude, 
where  celebrity  produced  rivalry,  rivalry 
rancour,  and  rancour  banishment  or  death. 

Ah !  many  are  the  indelible  stains  that 
disfigure  some  of  the  pages  of  thy  brilliant 
history,  fair  Greece!  and  vvould  that  we 
possessed  no  undying  records  of  thy  fickle- 
ness and  faithlessness,  amongst  the  chronicles 
of  thy  glories  and  grandeur  achieved  by  the 
heroism  and  wisdom  of  thy  sons ! 

Verily,  the  words  of  Horace — "  He  whose 
moral  or  intellectual  excellence  causes  envy 
in  his  lifetime,  shall  be  revered  when  he  is 
dead,"  and  the  remark  of  Ovid — "Envy 
is  nourished  against  the  living — it  ceases 
when  the  object  is  dead;  his  deserved 
honours  then  will  defend  him  against  ca- 
lumny,"— were  peculiarly  applicable  to  this 
ungrateful  country,  and  explanatory  of  the 
fate  of  her  brightest  characters. 

As  we  traversed  this  ruined  city,  that 
speaks  so  eloquently  of  the  past,  filling  the 
imagination  with  imagery  of  its  former 
majesty  and  might,  every  spot  indicative 
of  bygone  power  and  pomp  received  a  due 
share  of  attentive  observation  in  tlie  course 
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of  our  ponderings  at  sites  replete  with  classic 
reminiscences. 

O'er  the  Acropolis  had  we  sauntered, 
gazing  at  the  scattered  remnants  of  the  dif- 
ferent sacred  edifices,  evidences  of  the  aim 
of  Pericles,  and  of  the  abilities  of  Phidias, 
and  from  the  noble  shrine  of  Pallas,  on  the 
verge  of  the  lofty  eminence  o'erlooking  the 
plain,  we  cast  our  eyes  around,  below,  and 
afar  oiF — now  on  the  mountains  of  Attica, 
now  on  the  waters  of  the  Piraeus. 

There  was  *'  honeyed  Hymettus,"  there 
the  bed  of  the  Ilissus,  and  there  the  "  grove 
of  Academe." 

Long  did  we  tarry  on  this  temple-crowned 
height,  musing  on  its  former  attractiveness 
and  celebrity,  and  the  olden  uses  of  its 
beautified  fanes,  adorned  by  the  choicest 
productions  of  the  matchless  sculptor  whose 
wonderful  works  Avere  here  displayed.  And 
when  we  descended,  we  proceeded  to  explore 
what  yet  remained  unvisited. 

At  the  Temple  of  the  Winds  we  sang — 

"  Cease,  rude  Boreas  !" 

At  the  Temple  of  Victory  we  oflfered  up  a 


AN  ONLY  SON  AT  SEA.  19 

pasan  in  lionoiir  of  England's  greatest  naval 
hero,  who  knew  so  well  the  meaning  of  the 
word;  and  when  the  evening  sun  warned 
us  to  depart,  we  turned  our  backs  on  the 
marble  elQSgies  and  emblems  of  a  celebrated 
era  in  the  annals  of  a  once  distinguished 
and  polished  nation,  imbued  by  such  a  sen- 
timent as  is  expressed  in  the  words  of  the 
noble  bard,  the  adopted  son  of  the  soil,  who 
exclaims : — 

"  Ancient  of  days  !  august  Athena  !  where, 
Where  are  thy  men  of  might  ?  thy  grand  in  soul  ? 
Gone  glimmering  through  the  dream  of  things 

that  were 
'  First  in  the  race  that  led  to  Glory's  goal. 
They  won  and  pass'd  away — is  this  the  whole  ? 
A  schoolboy's  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour ! 
The  warrior's  weapon  and  the  sophist's  stole 
Are  sought  in  vain,  and   o'er  each  mouldering 

tower 
Dim  with  the  mist  of  years,  grey  flits  the  shade 

of  power." 

The  day  succeeding  this,  the  Felicity 
weighed  from  Port  Leone,  the  small  narrow- 
mouthed  harbour  where  she  had  been  en- 
sconced; and  soon   afterwards  was  passed 
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Attica's  Southern  Promontory,  close  enough 
to  have  a  near  view  of  the  remains  of 
the  revered  ^^linerva's  celebrated  temple 
that  form  so  conspicuous  an  object  on 
*'  Sunium's  sacred  point."  But  few  of  its 
beautiful  fluted  Doric  columns  remain  per- 
fect to  attest  the  former  grandeur  of  this 
famous  monument  to  Greece's  favourite 
deity. 

The  aspect  of  this  abrupt  headland  augurs 
ill  for  the  fate  of  any  unfortunate  craft 
that  may  chance  to  come  in  cont^ict  with 
its  craggy  sides,  as  did  the  doomed  vessel 
whose  shipwreck  here  the  luckless  Falconer 
so  graphically  and  technically  described, 
displaying  the  knowledge  of  the  sailor,  as 
well  as  strong  poetic  power,  and  fervid 
imagery. 

Quitting  this  famed  locality,  the  frigate 
passed  through  the  Doro  passage,  skirted 
the  Negropont,  and  subsequently  sped  her 
way  along  the  coast  of  Thrace,  bound  to 
Salonica,  to  render  assistance  to  two  Aus- 
trian merchant-brigs  that  had  been  pre- 
viously plundered  by  pirates  off  Cape  Cas- 
sandra— a  point,  of  course,  named  after  the 
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prophetic  damsel,  one  of  the  numerous  pro- 
geny of  Priam.  In  those  clays,  many  were  the 
prizes  that  fell  into  the  hands  of  those  adroit 
and  daring  sea-Lrigands,  who,  despite  the 
continual  watchfulness  of  English  cruizers, 
employed  to  frequent  their  haunts,  and  cheat 
them  of  their  prey,  nevertheless  contrived 
to  obtain  abundant  booty,  and  to  escape 
subsequent  capture,  by  secreting  themselves 
in  well  chosen  creeks,  affording  close  con- 
cealment, and  unliable  to  be  detected  by  the 
prying  men-of-war  on  the  alert  to  apprehend 
them. 

Proceeding  onwards,  grand  was  tlie  view 
of  the  "  Holy  Mountain,"  Athos,  the  re- 
nowned peninsula,  studded  with  the  ancient 
monasteries,  once  occupied  by  Emperors, 
and  now  the  dwelling-places  of  an  austere 
race  of  self-denying  celibates,  a  region  which 
the  adulators  of  the  victorious  Macedonian 
so  sapiently  proposed  converting  into  a 
statue  of  the  glorious  conqueror,  that  should 
be  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  in  circum- 
ference, exhibiting  in  one  hand  a  splendid 
city,  and  in  the  other  theflowings  of  a  copious 
river.     The   snow-clad   summit  of  Mount 
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Ossa,  the  territory  of  the  interesting  Centaurs, 
is  left  behind,  and  now  the  anchor  drops  oiF 
the  degenerated  capital  of  Macedonia,  the 
once-important  Thessalonica ! 

There  lay  the  spoliated  and  dejected 
Austrians  awaiting  aid,  but  unaware  of  its 
approach.  The  tidings  of  their  predicament 
had  been  furnished  by  a  Levant  trader  that 
had,  herself,  narrowly  escaped  falling  into 
the  same  hands,  being  indebted  to  her  fleet- 
ness  for  getting  away  from  a  fast  Mystico 
that  chased  her. 

On  being  informed  of  our  friendly  mission, 
the  proifered  protection  v/as  joyously  em- 
braced, and  the  two  luckless  vessels  were 
taken  under  escort ;  but  their  sailing  qua- 
lities proving  none  of  the  best,  it  was 
thought  expedient  to  take  one  in  tow,  in  the 
hope  that  the  other  would  then  be  able  to 
keep  up  within  a  reasonable  distance. 

Disappointed  in  this  expectation,  the 
slow-goer  was  attached  to  the  tail  of  her 
consort,  and  thus  the  frigate  sailed  down 
the  Gulf  of  Salonica  with  botli  astern,  the 
unemployed  crews  of  the  tardy  brigs  evincing 
considerable  satisfaction  at  the  prospect  of 
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passing  the  perilous  locality  in  such  good 
company ;  and  when  they  parted,  en  route 
to  Trieste,  they  gave  a  grateful  cheer,  and 
bore  away  a  pleasing  remembrance  of  timely 
succour. 

A  few  days  later,  we  lay  not  far  distant 
from  far-famed  Philippi,  within  a  walk  of 
the  spot  where  the  murderers  of  Cassar  were 
so  signally  vanquished,  and  ended  their 
lives  ignominiously  on  their  own  swords. 

Eeturning  to  Napoli,  a  tarry  was  made 
off  Hydra  to  glean  the  movements  of  a  bold 
scheming  Greek  admiral,  in  command  of  a 
squadron  of  polaccas,  comprising  some  de- 
vastating fire-ships,  which  only  a  short 
time  before  had  well  nigh  succeeded  in  in- 
flicting serious  injuries  on  the  oppressors  of 
fallen  Greece.  By  what  peculiar  agency 
these  notorious  vessels  were  rendered  more 
effectually  destructive  than  those  of  the 
same  class  used  by  other  nations,  was  the 
subject  of  much  speculation,  and  their  suc- 
cessful exploits  tempted  soms  to  suspect, 
without  sufficient  grounds,  that  the  con- 
flagrations were  produced  through  the  me- 
dium of  some  combustible  substances  some- 
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thing  akin  to  the  efficacious  "  Greek  Fire," 
so  powerful  an  instrument  of  havoc  of  3^ore, 
said  to  have  been  composed  of  pitch,  bitu- 
men, sulphur,  naphtha  and  divers  drugs,  and 
only  to  be  quenched  by  some  particular 
compound.  Not  a  long  time  after  its  in- 
vention, in  the  seventh  century,  by  Calli- 
nicus,  a  native  of  Syria,  was  the  Saracen 
fleet  exterminated  by  it,  and  twenty  thou- 
sand beings  destroyed. 

Before  the  Felicity  had  left  Malta  for 
Napoli,  Charles  Dickson,  at  the  instigation 
of  his  messmates,  was  induced  to  send  his 
father,  in  reply  to  his  kind  inquiries,  the 
following  announcement  of  his  well-being 
and  altered  intentions. 

"H.M.S.  Felicity,  Malta  Harbour, 
29tli  August,  18—. 

"  Mr  DEAR  Father, 

"  All  at  home  will,  I  know,  be 
rejoiced  to  hear  that  I  changed  my  mind 
and  didn't  do  what  I  wrote  about,  and  Fm 
glad,  now,  I  thought  better  of  it,  for  I  find 
myself  extremely  happy,  contented,  and 
comfortable,  and   enjoy  watch-keeping  ex- 
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cessively,  and  frequently  go  up  into  tlie 
rigging  of  my  own  accord.  What  I  suffer 
most  from  now,  is  want  of  linen.  The 
plan  I'm  obliged  to  adopt  to  make  my 
shirts  last  out,  is  to  turn  them  on  Wednes- 
day, bring  the  corners  of  the  tails  up  for 
collars,  for  the  rest  of  the  week,  and  make 
them  do  duty  for  towels  afterwards. 

''  You  made  a  great  mistake  in  fancying 
that  I  should  not  require  any  money  as  a 
midshipman,  as  I  should  be  supplied  with 
provisions  by  government,  and  you  were 
also  wrong  in  supposing  that  my  dirty 
clothes  would  be  washed  by  the  sailors  by 
order  of  the  captain.  So  far  from  this 
being  the  case,  one  of  the  persons  I  live 
with,  called  Caterer,  has  told  me  several 
times  that  I  already  owe  him  ever  so  much 
for  victuals,  and  I  find  that  I  must  sell  out 
of  the  navy  unless  you  make  me  a  regular 
allowance.  Most  of  the  midshipmen  have 
£50  a-year,  some  £60,  but  I  will  try  to 
get  on,  on  £40 — and  I  shall  draw,  what  is 
called  a  bill,  on  you,  for  £10  every 
quarter. 

"  I  have  not  made  any  prize-money  yet, 

VOL.  III.  c 
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but  directly  I  do,  I  shall  begin  to  buy  cu- 
riosities ;  Turkish  slippers,  and  otto  of  roses 
for  mamma ;  a  Greigo  for  you ;  Greek  caps  for 
my  brothers ;  and  a  piece  of  Brusa  silk  to 
make  dresses  for  Jane,  Eliza,  Charlotte, 
Emma,  and  Bessy. 

"  The  pay  due  to  me  at  the  time  of  my 
last  letter  was  £1  75.  9i.,  out  of  which 
there  was  something  to  pay  for  a  blue 
Guernsey  frock  and  twelve  yards  of  duck. 
You  will  be  glad  to  learn  that  I  now  know 
the  way  to  "  heave  the  log,"  without  wetting 
my  clothes,  and  that  I  find  no  difiiculty  in 
cracking  the  hard  biscuit  with  my  teeth, 
which,  though  as  uneven  and  irregular  as 
ever,  are,  I  fancy,  sharper  than  they  used 
to  be.  My  health  is  excellent;  and  the 
assistant-surgeon,  who  messes  in  our  berth, 
(although  he  declares  he  ought  to  have  a 
cabin  of  his  own  to  study  and  sleep  in,  and 
be  allowed  to  feed  with  the  lieutenants,)  tells 
me  thatmyconstitutionis  very  strong  indeed ; 
and  he  considers  me  fit  for  any  sort  of  work, 
in  any  kind  of  climate.  I  am  sorry  you 
had  to  pay  so  much  for  my  last  letter,  but 
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you  will  remember  I  brought  away  no  sta- 
tionery with  me,  as  you  said  writing  letters 
would  interfere  with  my  duties,  so  I  was 
obliged  to  use  leaves  torn  from  the  end  of 
my  log  book.  My  great  friend,  Arthur 
Montague,  sends  his  kindest  regards  and 
best  thanks  for  your  confidential  communi- 
cation, and  pray  give  my  love  to  every 
body  at  home. 

"  And,  believe  me  always, 

"  Your  most  afiectionate  son, 

"  Charles." 

As  time  wore  on,  Charley  Dickson  be- 
came, by  general  consent,  the  smartest  and 
most  joyous  youngster  on  board.  None  of 
his  competitors  could  beat  him  in  running 
aloft;  and  he  would  often  reach  the  truck 
before  many  gained  the  crosstrees.  But 
he  was  frequently  out  of  favour  with  Mr. 
Nettings,  in  consequence  of  his  scampish- 
ness  and  sky-larking  propensities.  Once 
he  underwent  long  punishment  for  sticking 
a  red  herring  on  the  end  of  the  Doctor's 
line,  that  was  left  overboard  at  the  mizen 
chains,  when  the  fisherman  was  below  in 
c2 
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the  gun-room,  swallowing  a  hasty  meal. 
At  other  times  he  was  convicted  of  mixing 
coffee  with  the  Master's  snuff,  writing  poetry 
on  the  marine  officer's  shooting,  placing 
cockroach  eggs  in  a  waistcoat,  hanging  up 
in  one  of  the  lieutenant's  cabins,  when  he  was 
calling  him  at  night;  and  he  was  strongly 
suspected  of  having  brought  off  a  box  full 
of  crickets  from  the  shore,  and  dividing 
them  amongst  the  members  of  the  gun-room, 
in  the  linings  of  their  dormitories.  "  Mast- 
heading" and  *'  Watch  and  watch,"  he  got 
quite  inured  to,  and  the  frequency  of  his 
employment  in  extra  duties  was  a  source  of 
merriment  to  his  messmates. 


AN  ONLY  SOX  AT  SEA.  29 


CHAPTER  11. 

The  promotion  of  an  officer  on  board  a 
man-of-war  usually  produces  some  stir 
amongst  his  messmates,  and  plenty  of  talk 
about  his  good  fortune,  character,  services, 
interest,  &c.,  and,  if  popular,  his  advance- 
ment is  commemorated  by  a  jubilee;  so 
when  the  esteemed  Yernon  received  his 
lieutenant's  commission  the  event  called 
forth  a  demonstration  of  general  regard  for 
one  who  had  proved  himself  so  pleasant  a 
companion  and  so  unexceptionable  a  caterer. 
A  case  of  champagne  was  therefore  opened, 
and  at  8  p.m.  all  were  assembled  in  the 
berth  to  do  honour  to  the  new  Luff,  the 
only  absentee  being  the  senior  mate,  whose 
watch   it   was,    and    whose   feelings   were 
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somewhat  affected  by  the  consideration  that 
his  chances  of  preferment  were  nought. 
He  was  brooding  on  his  cheerless  prospects, 
and  calculating  the  many  years  he  had 
inhabited  a  dark  corner  in  a  midshipman^s 
mess,  when  he  received  a  message  begging 
him  to  descend  and  join  in  the  hilarity 
below.  Though  far  from  disposed  to  par- 
ticipate in  the  mirthful  scene,  he  thought 
that  remaining  away  might  be  construed 
into  jealousy,  so  he  left  a  youngster  in 
charge  of  the  deck,  and  directly  his  head 
appeared  at  the  door  of  the  berth,  one  of 
the  inmates  exclaimed — 

"  Come  in,  old  fellow — come  in !  for  with- 
out you,  ^  there's  been  a  gap  in  our  great 
feast.'  Your  look  bespeaks  disappointment, 
but  don't  despond ;  play  at  Patience  a  little 
longer,  and  try  to  comfort  yourself  with 
the  assurance  of  Dr.  Johnson,  that  '  the 
disproportion  will  always  be  great  between 
expectation  and  enjoyment.'  Let  me  re- 
mind you,  too,  of  another  of  the  consolatory 
axioms  of  the  same  gentleman,  whose  wis- 
dom was  so  universally  acknowledged  that 
it  would  not  be  right  for  us  to  dispute  the 
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accuracy  of  his  judgment.  He  states  some- 
"vvliere,  and  I  suppose  seriously,  that  'an 
ardent  wish,  whatever  be  its  object,  will 
always  be  able  to  interrupt  tranquillity.' 
Eemember  that,  all  of  you,  and  never  get 
sanguine.  But  what  say  you  to  this 
delightful  idea  of  the  sage  stout  lexico- 
grapher :  '  He  that  indulges  hope  will 
always  be  disappointed  :  merit  is  much 
more  cheaply  acknowledged  than  rewarded.' 
Here  he,  of  course,  alludes  to  men  looking 
out  for  promotion,  who,  after  experiencing 
the  truth  of  this  statement,  will  no  doubt 
readily  subscribe  to  another  of  his  cheering 
opinions,  that  *  from  all  our  observation  we 
may  collect  with  certainty  that  misery  is 
the  lot  of  man.' 

"Now,  my  belief  is  that  this  said  Dr. 
Johnson  was  a  pedantic  humbug,  and  I've 
always  disliked  the  fellow  since  I  first 
became  acquainted  with  his  coarse  phiz, 
at  the  beginning  of  his  dictionary;  the 
very  look  indicates  sternness  and  dogma- 
tism. His  sentiments  of  us  sea-faring  wights 
were  not  the  most  flattering,  if  we're  to 
believe  the  authority  who  says  -- 
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*  Quoth  Johnson — Sir,  no  man  would  be  a  sailor 
With  sense  to  scrape  acquaintance  with  a  tailor.' 

A  complimentary  idea,  wasn't  it?  and  in 
writing  to  a  female  correspondent,  he  re- 
marks— '  I  do  not  think  the  grossness  of  a 
ship  very  suitable  to  a  lady.'  He  evidently 
had  about  as  much  love  for  salt-water  as 
Lucretius,  who  pathetically  exclaims,  as 
many  non-admirers  of  the  clement  have, 
no  doubt,  done  since — '  It  is  pleasant  when 
the  sea  runs  high  to  view  from  land  the 
great  distress  of  another.'  Cornish  wreckers 
are  fully  imbued  with  tliis  fine  senti- 
ment." 

"  When  is  that  glib  tongue  of  yours 
going  to  stop?"  cried  Armitage,  interrupt- 
ing the  garrulous  Cheeky,  '^  for  Simpson's 
waiting  to  give  us  a  song." 

*'  The he  is !"  replied  the  arrested 

one.  '^  Oh !  let  the  nightingale  begin  at 
once,  by  all  means.  Give  us  something 
instructive.  Simpson — something  moral, 
you're  such  a  piece  of  purity  yourself." 

"  I'll  attend  to  your  suggestion  for  once,'' 
answered  the  person  accosted — "  so  here 
goes — 
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**' Weigh  aiiclior,  bear  off  to  the  harbour  above, 
Where   dwells   the  chief  Captain  of  mercy  and 

love : 
The  bark  mustbeWisdom,  the  freight  Firm  Belief, 
Let  Virtue,  be  sure,  stand  the  mast  that  is  chief. 
Diink  about,  then,  with  glee, 
And  let  this  our  toast  be — 
May  v>'c  ever  live  happy,  united,  and  free.'  " 

Everybody  joined  in  the  chorus;  the 
decanters  moved  about  briskly,  and  the 
singer  proceeded — 

"  *  Let  your  cargo  spread  Charity  where  there  is 
need. 
Of  your  mess  let  the  poor  and  the  indigent  feed, 
From  Envy  and  Malice  your  cabin  keep  clear, 
Let  Temperance  stand  at  the  rudder,  and  steer. 
Drink  about,  then,  with  glee. 
And  let  this  our  toast  be — 
May  we  ever  live  happy,  united,  and  free. 

'Kick  Scandal  o'erboard,  sink  it  low  in  the  deep, 
Defrauding  and  cheating  your  ballast  ne'er  keep  ; 
Sail  from  the  rocks  of  Vain  Glory  and  Strife, 
Lest  on  them  you  flounder  and  split  in  a  trice. 

Drink  about,  then,  with  glee, 

And  let  this  our  toast  be — 

May  we  ever  live  happy,  united,  and  free. 

*Let  justice  and  Truth  on  the  forecastle  stand. 
Religion  will  dictate  the  word  of  command  ; 

c3 
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When    breezes   of  Pleasure   your   mind    much 

engross, 
Drop  sail,  or  tack  round,  that  you  may  not  have 
loss. 
Drink  about,  then,  with  glee, 
And  let  this  our  toast  be — 
May  we  ever  live  happy,  united,  and  free. 

'  Ply  Industry's  oars  for  wealth,  fortune,  and  fame, 
On  the  keel  of  your  heart  implant  a  good  name  ; 
To  Honesty's  compass  be  always  full  bent. 
Then  you'll  ride  to  the  coast  of  Perpetual  Content. 

Drink  about,  then,  with  glee, 

And  let  this  our  toast  be — 

May  we  ever  live  happy,  united,  and  free.' " 

The  song  was  commended  by  general 
acclamation,  and  one  of  the  party  ex- 
claimed— 

"  Ay !  bear  in  mind  what  he^s  told  you — 
all  of  you ;  and  as  I'm  sure  he's  going  to 
call  upon  me  for  a  song,  I'll  give  you  one 
of  Neele's,.  in  which  he  relates  the  mournful 
tidings  that  '  Man  is  made  to  mourn,'  which 
some  of  you  laughing  characters,  perhaps, 
are  not  aware  of.  Now,  listen  to  what  that 
gentleman  says  on  the  subject : — 

<  The  worm  that  crawls  about  our  way. 
And  dies  beneath  our  feet. 
Is  happy  in  its  little  way. 
And  finds  existence  sweet 
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*  The  brutes  which  perish,  too^  enjoy 
A  short  but  happy  reign, — 
Delight,  unmingled  with  alloy, 
And  pleasure  free  from  pain. 

'  The  winged  tenants  of  the  air 
On  pleasure's  pinions  borne, 
Live  thoughtless  and  devoid  of  care, 
But  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

'  The  empty  blast  of  noisy  air 
Which  sweeps  the  valleys  o'er 
Rages  and  swells  a  moment  there. 
And  then  is  heard  no  more. 

'  Such  is  the  life  of  man,  a  blast, 

Unmeaning  and  forlorn, 
Which  but  proclaims  this  truth  at  last — 
That  man  was  made  to  mourn.' 

So,  you  see,  the  worms,  brutes,  and  birds, 
Lave  decidedly  the  advantage  of  us ;  except- 
ing, I  suppose,  when  the  first  are  trod  upon 
or  used  for  fishing — the  second  slaughtered 
and  exposed  for  sale  in  butchers'  shops — 
and  the  third  caught  and  caged,  or  shot  for 
the  gratification  of  '  Man'  who's  '  made  to 
mourn.' " 

"  Don't  look  so  melancholy,  '  mine 
ancient,'  but  give  us  one  of  your  enliven- 
ino;  ditties." 
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'*  *  Come,  cheer  up,  my  lads,  'tis  to  glory  we  steer.' 

—Will  that  do?— No? 

**  *  A  bumper  of*  stiff  grog'  come  fill,  fill  for  me.' 

— Isn't  that  to  your  taste  either?     Well, 
I'll  name  another  that  I'm  sure  will  suit — 

<  Push  about  the  bottle,  boys, 

Round  the  table  let  it  pass ; 
Life's  a  scene  of  constant  joys, 
Aided  by  the  social  glass. 

'  For  when  care  disturbs  the  soul, 
Why  should  mortal  man  repine? 
Since  fill  but  deep  enough  the  bowl, 
And  all  our  cares  are  drowned  in  wine. 

<  'Tis  wine  alone  can  joy  impart ; 

'Tis  wine  that  merry  makes  the  grave, 
Gives  courage  to  the  coward's  heart. 
And  still  more  valiant  makes  the  brave. 

*  While  I  have  my  bottle,  I'll  never  complain, 
Nor  envy  the  drinkers  of  hock  and  champagne. 
It  strengthens  my  body,  my  spirit  it  cheers, 
And  adds  to  my  life,  ay,  a  dozen  good  years/ 

No  doubt  of  it — eh,  friend?    So,  help  your- 
self, and  remember — 

'  People  nmst  mount  by  slow  degrees  to  glory  : 
Tis  stairs  must  lead  us  to  the  attic  story.' 
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That  look  of  yours,  my  ill-used  messmate, 
says,  or  seems  to  say — Yes,  but  liow  difficult 
the  steps  are  to  get  up  1' 

"Do  you  think  so?  Ah,  perhaps  so. 
But  how  strange  it  is,  isn't  it,  that  some 
persons  so  much  less  active  than  others 
contrive  to  ascend  so  much  faster?  Can 
you  account  for  this?  Never  mind,  my 
friend — still  keep  hope  for  thy  companion, 
and  bear  in  mind — 

'  What  and  how  great  the  virtue  and  the  art 
To  live  on  little  with  a  cheerful  heart.' 

A  fine  philosophic  sentiment,  isn't  it? 
Plague  take  such  Job's  comforters,  say 
I!  Would  that  they  were  compelled  to 
practise  what  they  preach,  and  we  should 
have  fewer  expounders  of  such  doctrines. 
That  much-lauded  person,  Mr.  Seneca,  whose 
moral  sentences  are  so  highly  thought  of, 
was  a  fair  sample  of  the  class.  He  com- 
mended poverty,  as  if,  forsooth,  he  really 
considered  the  want  of  wealth  rather  an 
advantage  than  otherwise;  whereas  the 
fellow  took  most  particular  pains  to  in- 
ci'ease  his   own    store;    and   although   ex- 
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tremely  opulent,  was  one  of  the  stingiest 
creatures  to  be  met  with,  and  never  by  any 
accident  gave  anything  away.  For  my 
part,  I've  no  intention  of  being  guided  by 
the  maxims  of  these  sapient  counsellors; 
and  in  spite  of  Cicero's  complaints  of  the 
unhappy  influence  of  authority,  and  Paley's 
assertion  that  '  Command  is  anxiety  — 
obedience  ease,'  I  certainly  shall  have  no 
objection  to  exchange  one  for  the  other  by 
and  by." 

"  I  think  I  can  agree  with  you  in  that 
sentiment.  Cheeky,"  said  Stuart.  "Pro- 
motion is  a  pleasing  prospect  no  doubt,  and 
serves  to  engross  the  thoughts  of  thousands. 
But,  alas !  how  very  few  of  the  multitudes 
of  sanguine  expectants  have  their  hopes 
fulfilled — their  anticipations  realized.  The 
generality  of  those  engaged  in  the  pursuit 
of  preferment  '  lay  the  flattering  unction  to 
their  souls'  that  they  are  destined  '  to 
achieve  greatness.'  The  drummer,  as  he 
gazes  at  the  sergeant's  three  stripes,  fancies 
he  may  some  day  rise  to  the  same  position. 
The  nautical  stripling  views  the  embroidered 
badge  on  the  petty  oflicer's  arm,  and  hopes 
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at  some  future  period  to  wear  one  on  his 
own.  The  ensign  calculates  upon  becoming 
colonel  of  a  regiment.  The  midshipman 
aspires  to  post  rank,  and  the  command  of  a 
crack  frigate.  The  barrister  ^  in  ovo'  con- 
ceives the  likelihood  of  acquiring  distinction 
as  a  pleader.  The  country  curate  looks 
forward  to  a  living.  The  medical  student 
expects  to  gain  a  name  as  a  successful 
practitioner.  And  most  men,  in  inferior 
grades,  never  cease  to  cherish  the  idea  of 
improving  their  condition  until  their  race 
in  life  is  nearly  run — when,  alas !  the  dis- 
appointed disciple  of  ^Esculapius  looks  at 
his  gray  hairs,  and  grieves  at  the  non- 
consummation  of  his  early  expectations  of 
fame  and  emolument.  The  aged  recipient 
of  a  paltry  pittance  as  a  ^residentiary 
curate'  in  an  insignificant  village,  despairs 
of  ever  finding  himself  a  '  residentiary 
canon'  in  a  cathedral  town.  The  brief- 
less barrister  abandons  the  idea  of  becom- 
ing attorney-general.  The  once-sanguine 
middy  discovers  he  is  doomed  to  spend 
the  remainder  of  his  life  as  a  half-pay 
lieutenant.     The  ambitious  ensign  of  other 
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days,  after  many  a  bloody  battle  and  many 
a  deep  scar,  siglis  in  vain  for  a  brevet 
majority." 

"  Exactly  so !"  cried  the  previous  speaker, 
"thus  affording  incontestable  evidence  of 
there  being  much  truth  in  the  declara- 
tion that  '  man  is  born  to  disappointment/ 
and  that  '  glory,  like  a  shadow,  flieth  him 
that  pursueth  it.'  For  my  part  I  quite 
concur  in  the  sentiment  of  the  gentleman 
who  says — 

*  Oh,  grant  me,  Heaven,  a  middle  state — 
Neither  too  humble  nor  too  great.'  " 

"  I  suppose  you  consider  your  present 
position  humble  enough,  don't  you?  Some- 
thing very  much  below  the  happy  medium. 
Eh? 

"  Perhaps  so,  but  I  don't  forget  that  ^  to 
climb  steep  hills  requires  slow  pace  at  first.'  " 

"  Your  progress  is  likely  to  be  slow 
enough,  young  fellow,  ere  you  attain  the 
summit  of  the  ascent  you've  commenced 
climbing,  which  so  few  contrive  to  reach ;  some 
by  dint  of  great  exertions  perhaps  succeed^ 
ing  in  getting  up  half  way,  and  others  only 
managing  to  gain  the  first  eminence." 


AN  ONLY  SON  AT  SEA.  41 

''All,  very  true! — now  you  mention  it, 
I  think  I've  seen  many  instances  of  ex- 
cellent pedestrians  being  unable  to  get  up 
the  acclivities  you  allude  to,  which  certainly 
impresses  one  with  the  idea  of  their  not 
being  very  accessible.  Ah!  I  see  some- 
body looking  at  me  as  if  he  thought  ditto. 
Is  it  possible  that's  a  smile  I  perceive? 
Well  done! — you  are  learning  to  laugh  at 
the  enmity  of  the  fates.  '  A  noble  spirit 
disdaineth  the  malice  of  fortune,  his  great- 
ness of  soul  is  not  to  be  cast  down.'  No- 
thing like  philosophy,  you  may  depend. 
I  hope,  however,  you  will  not  take  Diogenes 
for  your  model,  for  I  entertain  a  very  un- 
favourable opinion  of  him,  and  consider 
he  was  a  sour,  snarling,  dirty,  disagreeable 
old  sloven,  as  well  as  an  eccentric  impostor, 
who  had  wit  enough  to  take  warning  by  the 
fate  of  poor  Socrates,  and  managed,  by  de- 
luding his  countrymen,  to  die  a  natural 
death  only  four  years  short  of  being  a  cen- 
tenarian." 

"  You^'e  severe  on  the  cynical  old  gen- 
tleman." 

"Not  at  all.     It  vexes  me  to  hear  so 
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much  praise  lavished  on  the  much-admired 
philosophers  of  those  days.  And  how  often 
do  we  hear  people  descant  on  Spartan 
virtues,  too,  as  if,  forsooth,  they  had  been 
almost  free  from  blemish,  whereas  the  real 
fact  is,  that  in  spite  of  their  courage  and 
patriotism  they  were  very  culpable  cha- 
racters, displaying  a  want  of  honesty,  mo- 
desty, and  sobriety,  three  very  essential  in- 
gredients in  the  composition  of  a  correct 
member  of  society.  It's  very  well  to  ex- 
patiate on  the  former  greatness  of  Greece, 
but " 

"  Oh,  indeed !  You're  a  pretty  fellow  to 
set  yourself  up  as  a  judge  of  character. 
Perhaps  you'll  give  us  your  opinion  of 
Socrates.  Did  he  acquit  himself  to  your 
satisfaction?" 

"Certainly  not!  For  although  his  wis- 
dom and  spirit  were  conspicuous  in  many 
of  his  acts,  he  certainly  betrayed  a  great 
want  of  common  sense  at  the  close  of  his 
life,  in  refusing  to  escape  from  prison,  and 
thereby  avoid  death,  which  he  knew  he  did 
not  merit." 

"  And  that  is   the  very  reason  he  felt 
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fortified  with  sufficient  resignation  to  sub- 
mit to  his  fate,  being  quite  aware  how 
greatly  his  loss  would  be  bewailed,  and  how 
his  memory  would  be  cherished  and  ho- 
noured." 

"  Then  vanity  had  something  to  do  with 
his  calm  compliance  ?  But  be  that  as  it  may, 
he  unquestionably  showed  obstinacy  in  not 
consenting  to  wait  until  sunset,  whatever 
his  ideas  of  posthumous  fame  might  have 
been.  His  philosophy,  of  course,  was  unex- 
ceptionable, as  testified  in  his  astonishing 
endurance  of  the  badgerings  of  his  wife,  and 
I  must  acknowledge  that  there  was  much  to 
admire  in  his  disposition  and  to  applaud  in 
his  maxims,  and  therefore  the  ridicule  of 
Aristophanes  was  infamous  and  criminal. 
He  generally  spoke,  too,  very  much  to  the 
purpose ;  but  of  all  the  sensible  observations 
he  ever  made,  I  believe  none  exceed  in 
truth  his  reply  to  an  inquiry,  as  to  what 
class  of  beings  were  to  be  considered  as  most 
nearly  approaching  the  gods  in  felicity,  when 
he  said,  '  that  man  who  is  in  want  of  the 
fewest  things,' — an  admission  not  in  accord- 
ance with  the  orthodox  creed  of  his  order, 
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whose  doctrines  affirm  that  prosperity  is 
more  difficult  to  bear  than  adversity,  and 
that  '  to  be  satisfied  with  little  is  the  great- 
est wisdom.'  Who  says  Yea  to  this?  For 
my  part  I  quite  agree  with  that  delightful 
lady,  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague  (in 
spite  of  the  somewhat  unfeminine  style  of 
her  writings,  and  of  her  blameable  treatment 
of  her  foolishly  fascinated  little  poet)  that — 

*  If  to  be  sad  is  to  be  uise, 
I  do  most  heartily  despise 
Whatever  Socrates  has  said, 
Or  Tully  writ,  or  Montaigne  read.'  " 

"  You've  surfeited  us  with  your  quota- 
tions," said  Armitage;  "but  you've  sup- 
pressed one  somewhat  a-propos,  of  which 
we've  certainly  been  reminded." 

"  Well,  what  is  it?  pray  supply  the  omis- 
sion." 

^  A  talkative  man  is  a  nuisance  to  so- 
siety ;  the  ear  is  sick  of  his  babbling ;  the 
torrent  of  his  words  overwhelmeth  conversa- 
tion.' 

This  observation  produced  a  general 
laugh  against  the  prattler,  who,  nothing 
abashed,  replied — 
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"  I  certainly  cannot  retaliate  by  accusing 
you  of  loquacity — you're  not  much  addicted 
to  conversation,  I  believe?" 

"  No;  I've  a  taste  for  silence." 

"  Exactly — '  Ex  nihilo  nil  jit  /'  Now 
I've  done.     Who's  for  a  song?" 

One  of  the  party  responded  to  this  invita- 
tion, and  what  with  singing  and  chatting 
the  hilarity  was  kept  up  until  it  was  time 
to  put  out  the  lights,  when  the  convivialists 
dispersed  to  immerse  themselves  in  their 
swinging  sacks,  for  it  is  not  allowable  afloat 
to  '  insult  the  drowsy  ear  of  night.' 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  Though  I  cannot  flatter  myself  you  will 

care  to   hear   of  my  recovery,  yet " 

Thus  ran  the  commencement  of  the  heart- 
stirring  announcement  of  Amelia's  safety, 
that  restored  joy  to  the  long  troubled  bosom 
of  her  adorer,  who  smiled  in  secret  ecstasy 
as  he  read  the  playful  words — 

"  Mamma  told  me  how  unfeelingly  you 
behaved  when  I  was  ill,  which  proves  how 
unfit  you  are  to  make  me  happy,  and  how 
unlikely  to  fulfil  the  many  cheering  pro- 
mises you  have  made.  With  such  a  pros- 
pect of  certain  disappointment  it  would, 
indeed,  be  Avorse  than  rashness  to  place 
my  chances  of  happiness  in  such  hands. 
I,  therefore,  feel  it  necessary  to  withdraw, 
ere  too  late,  from  an  engagement  formed 
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under  false  impressions;    so  you  must  no 
longer  consider  our  vows  binding,  or  your- 
self the  future  protector  of  the  deceived 
"  Amelia  Anstruther." 

The  enamoured  lieutenant  quickly  be- 
trayed the  full  extent  of  his  supreme  joy, 
and  was  congratulated  on  the  change  from 
silence,  gloominess,  despondency,  and  alarm. 
But  unlucky  for  him  was  the  hour  when  it 
was  discovered  that  he  was  preserving,  as 
precious  relics,  a  white  satin  shoe,  a  pair 
of  gloves,  and  an  artificial  rose.  His  mess- 
mates showed  him  no  mercy,  and  his  argu- 
mentative brother  officer  evinced  such  deep- 
felt  satisfaction  at  the  disclosure,  that  he 
was  accused  by  some  of  being  influenced  by 
jealousy,  and  declared  to  have  manifested 
at  Malta  symptoms  of  being  "  touched 
up." 

This  insinuation  he  could  not  honestly 
repudiate,  so  he  confessed  its  truth,  but 
sought  to  make  some  amends  for  the  neces- 
sity of  such  an  avowal  by  proving  without 
difficulty  that  others  were  affected  in  like 
manner;    and  "I'll  tell  you  what  it  is," 
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said  he,  "I  think  it  would  be  only  fair  to 
send  the  captivator  a  general  proposal  in 
the  name  of  the  mess,  in  order  that  she 
may  not  be  surprised  at  having  made  a 
conquest  of  so  penetrable  a  creature  as  our 
friend  here,  whose  heart  is  as  hot  as  an 
oven,  and  head " 

**  Come,  come,  envious  one — avast ! 

''Well!  why  this  interruption?  Spare 
me  from  the  suspicion  of  intended  dis- 
respect. Had  I  been  allowed  to  finish  the 
sentence,  you  might  have  heard  a  compli- 
ment,— which  you  must  now  do  without." 

Gascoigne  was  so  charmed  with  his  re- 
flections on  the  future  that  he  felt  quite  at 
liberty  to  bear  his  frequent  bantering  with 
good  humour.  But  his  equanimity  was 
certainly  a  little  disturbed  when,  on  enter- 
ing his  cabin,  one  day,  he  saw  a  slip  of 
paper  pinned  to  the  bulkhead,  by  the  side 
of  his  looking-glass,  with  these  lines — 

"  You're  doubtless  much  in  love,  true  blue, 
You're  doubtless  much  in  love, 
To  find  such  comfort  in  a  shoe, 
And  joy  in  an  old  glove. 
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"  Oh,  cherish  them  with  every  care, 
And  often  call  to  mind 
The  little  foot,  tlie  hand  so  fair, 
Fate  bid  you  leave  behind. 

**  And  should  reflection  cause  an  ache, 
When  musing  on  the  treasure, 
Remember  what  a  wife  she'll  make. 
And  that  you've  got  her  measure  I" 

The  chief  cause  of  his  annoyance  was 
the  conviction  that  the  verses  were  not 
in  the  handwriting  of  any  member  of  the 
gunroom,  and  therefore  were  probably  com- 
posed by  somebody  in  the  steerage;  this 
notion  gaining  strength  from  the  know- 
ledge that  one  of  the  midshipmen  was 
addicted  to  rhyming. 

All  his  own  messmates  disowned  the 
authorship,  and  he  felt  assured  that  he 
knew  the  guilty  one. 

Soon  after  this  incident,  another  occurred 
that  displeased  him  more.  One  night, 
when  he  awoke,  he  found  two  lights  on  his 
drawers,  and  suspended  from  the  beam 
directly  over  his  head,  an  effigy  of  Cupid, 
formed  with  much  skill  and  care,  flesh- 
coloured  to  pei'fection,  and  unquestionably 

VOL.  III.  D 
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a  very  good  representation  of  the  mis- 
chievous youth,  whose  quiver  was  empty, 
and  the  last  arrow  in  the  bent  bow  point- 
ing down  at  the  slumberer. 

His  wisdom,  though,  was  no  longer  im- 
peached, and  he  derived  great  satisfaction 
from  the  admissions  of  his  fellow-boarders 
that  they  had  all,  more  or  less,  at  one  time 
or  another,  been  subdued  by  female  charms. 
One  acknowledged  to  have  been  fearfully 
in  love,  in  Greece,  with  a  shy  beauty  he 
met  when  partridge  shooting.  Another 
owned  he'd  lost  his  heart  at  Naples.  A 
third  couldn't  deny  he'd  felt  uncomfortable 
after  being  subjected  to  the  action  of  a  pair 
of  bright  black  eyes  at  Cadiz.  Mr.  Net- 
tings was  forced  to  confess  that  a  visit 
to  Lima  had  done  him  great  injury;  and 
the  marine  officer  made  a  clean  breast  of  it, 
and  pleaded  guilty  of  having  been  earnestly 
in  love  seventeen  times ! 

Even  Lieutenant  Julian  Clifford,  the  soi- 
clisant  anti-nuptialist,  made  the  important 
admission  that  he  was  once  a  martyr  to  un- 
requited love.  This  was  hailed  with  ap- 
plause, and  he  was  urgently  requested  to 
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explain  how  so  extraordinary  an  occurrence 
had  been  effected ;  and,  after  a  little  hesita- 
tion, he,  greatly  to  the  astonishment  of  all 
present  said  he  would,  if  they  promised  to 
preserve  their  gravity  and  not  offer  him  any 
interruption.  This  compact  being  entered 
into,  he  exclaimed,  "  Now  prepare  for  the 
discovery  that  '  Nunc  non  sum  qualis  eraini^ 
— (Now  I  am  not  what  I  was,)  and  don't 
express  your  wonder  by  ejaculating,  *  Quan- 
tum mutatus  ah  illoj^ — (How  changed  from 
himself. ) 

"  I  was  not  your  age,  my  ensnared  mess- 
mate, and  certainly  had  not  arrived  at  the 
'  years  of  discretion,'  when  I  was  thoroughly 
imbued  with  a  fervent  admiration  of  woman- 
kind, to  whom  I  was  wont  to  pay  a  warm  and 
willing  homage — as  they  seemed  in  my  sight 
comparable  only  to  the  denizens  of  another 
sphere  descended  to  this  planet  to  soften, 
soothe,  and  stimulate  rough,  perverse,  insen- 
sate man!  For  awhile  I  prospered  in  my 
unremitting  endeavours  to  exhibit  my  ac- 
ceptable reverence,  that  was  amply  requited 
by  acknowledgments  of  my  praiseworthy 
sensibility,  politeness  and  assiduousness ;  nor 
D  2 
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did  I  apprehend  encountering  auglit  likely 
to  prove  the  impossibility  of  venerating  the 
sex  at  large  without  the  danger  of  centring 
my  affections  on  any  one  of  the  species  in  par- 
ticular? But,  alas !  my  eye  one  day  lit  upon 
an  earthly  image  of  a  heavenly  being  who 
disturbed  the  calm  current  of  my  soul,  dis- 
persed my  platonic  notions,  gave  me  the 
heart-burn,  and  caused  ungovernable  con- 
vulsions within.  The  lovely  nympli  (by 
the  side  of  whom  Daphne  would  have  been 
considered  plain)  who  thus  acted  the  de- 
spoiler,  was  indeed  more  bright  and  beauti- 
ful than  the  fairest  creations  of  Titian  or 
Eubens  :  — 

'  O  while  all  conscious  memory  holds  her  power, 
Never  shall  I  forget  that  sweetly  painful  hour 
When  from  her  eyes  with  lovely  lightning  fraught, 
My  fluttering  spirits  first  the  infection  caught; 
When,  as  I  gazed,  my  faltering  tongue  betrayed 
My  heart's  quick  tumults,  or  refused  its  aid  ; 
While  the  dim  light  my  ravished  eyes  forsook, 
And  every  limb,  unstrung,  with  terror  shook. 
With  all  her  power,  dissenting  Reason  strove 
To  tame  at  first  t!ie  kindling  flame  of  love. 
Siie  strove  in  vain  !   subdued  by  charms  divine,^ 

\    My  soul  a  victim  fell  at  Beauty's  shrine.* 
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Truly  speaks  the  amorous  bard  wlio  saitli — 

'  Glances  beget  ogles,  ogles  sighs,  siglis  wishes, 
Wishes  words,  and  words  a  letter.' 

Such  were  the  steps  that  marked  my  undo- 
ing and  led  to  the  inditement  of  that  ever- 
memorable  effusion  on  which  so  much  ink 
was  shed,  so  many  sheets  stained,  torn  and 
thrown  into  the  flames. 

"  The  declarations  in  one  epistle  appeared 
too  formal ;  the  avowals  in  another  too  ar- 
dent; the  confessions  in  a  third  too  expli- 
cit; the  details  of  a  fourth  not  sufficiently 
expressive  of  the  existence  of  an  unquench- 
able passion;  the  promises  in  another  too 
problematical.  Thus  one  followed  the  fate 
of  the  preceding  until  at  last  a  right  idea 
crossed  my  confused  brain,  and  induced  a 
final  determination  on  this  knotty  point. 
At  length  then  the  question,  full  of  weal 
or  woe,  was  propounded " 

"Go  on,  frank  fellow,  go  on,  go  on," 
shouted  several  voices,  as  the  speaker  p^iused 
for  an  instant  to  take  breath. 

"  And it  was  concise.    Yes,  I  deem.ed 

that  in  disclosing  devouring  love,  a  dubi- 
ous mortal  should  be  guided  by  the  axiom — 
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'  FzV  scqyit  qui  pauca  loquitur,^  So  I  did  not 
rhapsodize,  descant  on  her  indescribable 
virtues,  charnis,  and  likeness  to  one  of  those 
aerial  beings  whose  visits  to  this  world  are 
allowed  to  be  '  few  and  far  between,'  or  fill 
a  page  with  mellifluous  stanzas  culled  from 
Byron,  Moore,  and  Campbell,  and  trans- 
cribed in  forgetfulness  of  confessional  dots. 
No,  I  merely  said  enough  to  show  I  was 
pierced,  and  hoped  not  to  be  slaughtered. 

"  The  missive  was  consigned  to  the  care 
of  one  who  seemed  suited  for  Cupid's  embas- 
sies, and  undertook  to  deliver  it  in  person 
to  the  arbiter  of  my  fate,  and  while  he  was 
absent  I  did  most  fully  experience  the  truth 
of  the  words  of  Swift : — '•  It  is  a  miserable 
thing  to  live  in  suspense,  it's  the  life  of  a 
spider.' 

"  Her  diminutive  response  came  at  last; 
I  clutched  it  convulsively,  and  pity,  oh 
pity,  my  feelings  as  I  read  the  single  line — 

*  I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet.' 

*  Like  some  sad  statue  speechless,  pale  Istood, 
Grief  chilled  my  breast,   and  stopt  my  freezing 

blood  ; 
No  sigh  to  rise,  no  tear  had  power  to  flow, 
Fix'd  in  a  stupid  lethargy  of  woe.' 
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Then,  a  prey  to  the  acutest  anguish,  I  threw 
myself  on  a  sofa. 

"  AYhile  in  this  condition,  the  door  opened, 
and  an  esteemed  associate  entered.  My 
countenance  no  doubt  betrayed  the  agita- 
tion of  my  mind,  for  his  looks  bespoke  a 
quick  perception  of  my  emotion ;  and  ap- 
proaching me  with  a  hesitating  step,  he 
begged  me  to  reveal  the  cause  of  such 
manifest  mental  inquietude.  My  tongue 
denied  me  the  execution  of  its  office — '  vox 
faucihus  hcesit ;'  and  I  had  but  strength  to 
point  to  the  testimony  of  all  my  woe. 

"  His  eye  scanned  it  hastily;  a  transient 
smile  stole  across  his  features:  he  seated 
himself  beside  me,  and  grasping  my  hand, 
exclaimed — 

"  '  Unbosom  yourself  to  me,  I  beg;  for  if 
I  cannot  banish,  I  may  be  able  to  mitigate 
your  grief.' 

"Regaining  the  power  of  utterance,  I 
replied — 

"  '  My  valued  friend — my  misery  admits 
of  no  abatement ;  all  hopes  of  happiness  are 
fled  for  ever;  my  breast  is  lacerated;  the 
future  is  a  gloomy  waste !' 
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"  '  Pause,  pause!'  he  cried,  ^don't  suffer 
passion  to  usurp  the  seat  of  reason,  and  thus 
magnify  distressing  disappointment.  Don't 
nourish  ideas  so  pernicious  and  perturbing ! 
Strive  to  dissipate  the  dolour  that  obscures 
your  judgment,  and  make  a  resokite  effort 
to  expel  such  extravagant  sorrow,  for  *  im- 
moderate grief  is  a  species  of  tardy  suicide.' 
Eemember  that  all  the  children  of  Adam 
are  the  creatures  of  circumstance,  so  when 
schemes  of  felicity  fail,  or  are  frustrated, 
vent  not  your  vexation  in  philippics  against 
unstable  Fortune,  and  charge  her  with  out- 
rageous malignity ;  but  ever  bear  in  mind  that 
the  oft  offending  dame  is  notoriously  incon- 
sistent and  capricious — at  one  time  lavish  of 
her  favours  and  disposed  to  prosper  every 
undertaking,  at  another  thwarting  each 
object,  defeating  each  design,  increasing 
struggles,  and  even  loading  the  already  bend- 
ing back  with  fresh  burthens  that  can  be 
scarcely  borne,  or  that  quite  overpower  and 
prostrate — 

*0,  fortune  fair,  like  all  thy  treacherous  kind, 
But  faithless  still,  and  wav'ring  as  the  wind  ! 
O,  painted  monster,  formed  mankind  to  cheat, 
With  pleasing  poison  and  with  soft  deceit.' 
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Ko  mortal,  my  dear  Julian,  is  inaccessible 
to  care  and  calamity,  and  sooner  or  later 
melancholy  is  sure  to  appear,  to  destroy  the 
illusive  hope  of  inexperience  that  yields  but 
ephemeral  joy;  and  then  the  wayfarer  in 
life's  uncertain  journey  finds  out  the  rough- 
ness of  the  deep-rutted  road  he's  got  to 
traverse,  beset  with  obstacles,  banked  with 
threatening  dangers,  and  bounded  on  either 
side  by  thick  briers  that  pierce  those  that 
incautiously  attempt  to  snatch  a  rose  from 
its  thorny  enclosure,  that  invites  approach 
and  offers  easy  possession. 
"  '  But  now  let  me  advert  to 

•  This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy, 
This  senior-junior,  giant  dwarf,  Dan  Cupid.' 

Who  is  indeed  a  perfidious  little  fellow, 
planning  deception  whilst  seemingly  anxious 
to  delight.  He  has  been  rightly  denomi- 
nated '  the  deity  of  professions,  disguises, 
affectations  and  selfishness,'  and  very  pro- 
perly pictured  as  a  child,  '  because  he 
studies  his  own  gratification  and  never  keeps 
his  promises.'  He  may  likewise  be  aptly 
compared  to  an  untrustworthy  pilot  who 
D  3 
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volunteers  to  lead  you  to  a  haven  of  repose, 
and  often  causes  disaster.  You,  my  worthy 
intimate,  evince  unequivocal  symptoms  of 
having  been  thus  betrayed.  I  compassionate 
your  misfortune,  and  wish  I  could  administer 
some  crumbs  of  comfort.' 

"  '  Oh,  no !'  I  cried,  '  spare  yourself  the 
task — no  condolence  can  console  me;  this 
rebuff  has  wrought  the  destruction  of  every 
chance  of  content.  I  shall  forthwith  shun 
society.' 

"  *  What !'  he  vociferated,  ^  become  a  fu- 
gitive from  the  presence  of  the  beauteous 
sex,  because,  perhaps,  some  volatile  nymph 
has  rejected  your  suit !  Nay,  nay — rather 
seek  to  resent  the  affront  by  at  once  dedi- 
cating yourself  with  fervour  to  another,  her 
opposite  in  feature,  figure,  and  complexion. 
Having  been  myself  similarly  situated,  I  can 
counsel  you  as  to  your  present  course.  I, 
you  must  know,  once  vehemently  admired, 
and  had  my  love  repaid  by  base  ingratitude, 
and  how  did  I  act?  I  did  not,  '  in  rage  deaf 
as  the  sea,  hasty  as  fire,'  rail  against  the 
erring  girl,  fill  my  imagination  with  dark 
images,  and  exclaim  in  the  words  of  Salis- 
bury— 
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'  Discomfort  guides  my  tongue, 
And  bids  me  speak  of  nothing  but  despair.' 

I  did  not  forswear  the  sex,  and  declare  that 
cunning  and  cruelty  were  their  attributes. 
I  did  not  vent  my  anger  on  my  hair,  my 
neck  handkerchief,  my  waistcoat  buttons, 
or  my  dog,  who  looked  up  inquiringly  at 
my  altered  visage.  But  in  lieu  thereof  I 
mentally  exclaimed — '  By-and-bye  she'll  be 
as  inconsolable  as  ever  Calypso  was  at  the 
loss  of  Ulysses,  or  Telemachus  or  Dido  when 
^neas  left  her.'  " 

"  '  Ah,'  said  I,  in  reply  to  this  announce- 
ment, *  you  could  not  have  loved  as  I  do. 
I  shall  adhere  to  my  determination,  and 
trust  to  solitude  for  some  relief.' 

"*  Absurd  idea!'  he  responded;  *  and 
dost  thou  fancy  the  Lethean  spring  is  to  be 
met  with  there?  Don't  dupe  yourself  by 
such  false  notions;  for  in  spite  of  all  that 
the  gifted  Zimmerman  has  said,  in  recom- 
mendation of  its  supposed  advantages,  be 
assured  by  me  that  it's  no  antidote  to  the 
corroding  inroads  of  care,  or  the  pangs  of 
unrequited  love.  'Tis  difficult,  I  know, 
'  to  minister  to  a  mind  diseased ;'  but  that 


60  AUTHUR  MONTAGUE ;   OR, 

thought  shall  not  deter  me  from  tendering 
my  prescription,  however  inefficacious  you 
may  consider  it. 

" '  Love  is  a  plant  of  doubtful  growth, 
and  uncertain  as  to  the  depth  of  its  roots ; 
nor  is  it  easy  to  determine  in  what  sort  of 
soil  it  thrives  best,  and  yields  most  abun- 
dantly. Sometimes  suddenly  decaying, 
after  every  promise  of  speedy  ripeness; 
sometimes  attaining  maturity,  after  early 
indication  of  weakness,  and  unlikelihood  to 
survive  a  blight  or  frost. 

"  '  In  many  places  it  springs  up  in  a 
night,  like  a  mushroom;  but  when  of  that 
rapid  growth,  it  has  generally  but  as  brief 
an  existence.  Whereas,  where  it  increases 
slowly,  it  is  probably  extending  its  roots, 
and  its  gradual  development  may  be  viewed 
as  a  sign  of  its  ultimate  strength. 

^*  *  Young  men — like  white  paper — take 
all  impressions.  This  partly  accounts  for 
their  improvised  courtships,  so  seldom  con- 
ducting to  the  estate  of  matrimony — the 
goal  of  their  ardent  aspirations !  But  tell 
me  to  what  circumstances  may  be  ascribed 
the  failure  of  your  proceedings.     Perhaps 
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to  a  want  of  circumspection — eli?  How 
was  the  colouring?  Not  too  hyperbolical, 
I  hope ;  not  too  lavish  of  encomiums  on  her 
looks,  or  prodigal  of  praise  on  her  virtues 
and  accomplishments ;  not  too  much  rapture 
on  the  oval  face,  dimpled  cheek,  scorching 
eyes,  ivory  teeth,  Psyche4ike  lips,  luxuriant 
curls,  white  neck ' 

"  My  cheeks  crimsoned.  A  farther  con- 
fession was  needless. 

"  '  Ah !'  cried  he;  *  that  undid  you.  Ere 
you  embarked  on  so  perilous  an  enterprise, 
you  should  have  called  to  mind  the  advice 
of  a  noble  bard  well  skilled  in  the  art,  who 
saith — 

*  Do  proper  homage  to  tliinc  idol's  eyes, 
But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 
Thee  and  thy   suit,    though  told    in    moving 

tropea  ; 
Disguise  e'en  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise  ; 
Brisk  confidence  best  with  woman  copes.' 

And  it  would  have  been  as  well,  too,  if 
you  had  remembered  the  words  of  Hudi- 
bras — 

*  He  that  will  win  his  dame  must  do 
As  love  does  when  he  bends  his  bow — 
With  one  hand  thrust  the  lady  from, 
And  with  the  other  draw  her  home.' 
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"  '  But  I  must  not  embarrass  you  in  such 
contemplation.  Your  face  forbids  it.  So 
let  me  suggest  your  deriving  some  slight 
satisfaction  from  the  truthful  saying, 
'•Nemo  mortalium  omnibus  horis  sapit ; 
and  let  me  inform  you  that  Petrarch,  who 
was,  you  know,  a  most  fervent,  inde- 
fatigable lover,  declared  that  '  Pleasure, 
by  occasional  interruption,  becomes  more 
lively.'     I  fear,  though,  that 

*  To  bid  you  not  to  love, 
Is  to  forbid  your  pulse  to  move.' 

" '  Verily, 

'  Love  is  a  fire  that  burns  and  sparkles 
In  men  as  naturally  as  in  charcoals.' " 

"  ^  Ah !'  replied  I,  in  a  tone  of  reproof, 
*  those  jest  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a 
wound.' 

"  '  Come,  come,'  said  he,  '  don't  rebuke  a 
moment's  thoughtless  levity ;  you  have  my 
pity  as  well  as  regard.' 

'•  Just  then  I  chanced  to  glance  at  the 
fatal  note,  and  fancied  I  saw  something 
like  writing  in  one  corner.  Quickly  'twas 
raised  to  my  dimmed  and  aching  eyes,  and 
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after  straining  sight,  the  little  spot  was 
found  to  contain  the  words,  '  But  view 
the  seal  I  send  you.' 

"  In  an  instant  it  was  examined,  and " 

"Well,  hurry  on!"  bawled  one  of  the 
speaker's  attentive  audience,  "  for  I  must 
soon  be  off." 

" thereon   was   a    '  Forget-me-not.' 

This  indeed  seemed  something  firm  to 
build  my  hopes  upon.  Dire  despair  gave 
place  to  ineffable  delight.  I  pressed  the 
precious  emblem  to  my  lips,  then  to  the 
font  whence  warm  affections  flow;  thence 
'twas  withdrawn,  gazed  on,  then  kissed  and 
kissed  again. 

"  '  Oh  !  beloved  girl,'  I  exclaimed,  in 
transports ;  *  my  angel !  my  idol !  my 
soul's  life!  my  very  being!  my  sun  by 
day  !  my  moon  by  night !  Never,  oh ! 
never  again  shall  my  heart  be  darkened 
by  a  doubt  of  your  mercy !  Oh  !  how 
could  I  so  misjudge  thee,  and  think  thee 
capable  of  embittering  my  existence?  Such 
mistrust  is  unpardonable;  such  suspicion 
most  disgraceful.  Forget  thee?  As  soon 
could  I  forget  the  world's  rotundity. 
Forget? 
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*  Of  all  affliction  taught  a  lover  yet, 
'Tis  sure  the  hardest  science  to  forget !' 

*  Unequal  task  !  a  passion  to  resign, 
For  hearts  so  touched,  so  pierced,  so  lost  as  mine. 
Ere  such  a  soul  resigns  its  peaceful  state, 
How  often  must  it  love,  how  often  hate  I 
How  often  hope,  despair,  resent,  regret, 
Conceal,  disdain — do  all  things  but  forget  I* 

The  likeness  of  thy  lovely  lineaments  is 
indelibly  engraven  on  my  mind;  the  know- 
ledge of  thy  matchlessness  immutably  fixed 
in  my  memory.  Say,  oh !  say,  ^  I  will,' 
and  thus  enrich  me  more  than  would  all 
the  treasures  of  the  East,  and  the  whole 
produce  of  Peru.' 

'  A  shout  of  laughter  burst  forth  from 
my  companion,  and  broke  my  soliloquy, 
as  he  rushed  out  of  the  room,  vociferating, 
"  Hurrah !  hurrah !  the  farce  exceeds  the 
tragedy !' " 
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CHAPTER  ly. 


In  the  course  of  the  period  we  were  stationed 
in  the  Archipelago,  most  of  its  many  inter- 
esting islands  had  been  explored. 

Lesbos,  the  isle  of  the  lovely  Sappho; 
Lemnos,  where  the  crippled  Vnlcan  plied 
his  trade,  after  ejection  from  the  realms  of 
his  proud  and  profligate  parent. 

Delos,  the  birthplace  of  Apollo  and  his 
exemplary  twin  sister. 

IN'axos,  where  the  obliging  Ariadne  was 
so  shamefully  forsaken  by  her  ungrateful 
and  perfidious  hero. 

Busy,  bustling,  trading  "Scio;"  rocky 
"  Milo,"  with  its  spacious  basin,  hot  spring, 
and  house-crowned  heights  ;  and  ^'  Samos  " 
the  celebrated,  whose  warlike  inhabitants 
Pericles  found  it  so  hard  a  task  to  subdue, 
and  where  was  born  Greece's  greatest  sage, 
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Pythagoras,  of  imperishable  fame,  the  won- 
derful genius  of  his  day,  the  brightest 
luminary  in  the  hemisphere  of  science. 

Paros,  too,  was  visited,  affording  an  op- 
portunity of  examining  the  renowned  marble 
quarries,  that  supplied  Greece  with  the  ma- 
terial for  her  works  of  sculpture  and  sta- 
tuary; and  then  was  made  a  trip  to  the 
adjacent  isle  of  Antiparos.  Ample  was 
the  provision  to  inspect  the  noted  Grotto; 
rope-ladders,  rockets,  blue-lights,  port  fires, 
torches,  candles,  hammers.  And  how  the 
sight  surpassed  all  expectation,  whilst  pene- 
trating the  inmost  recesses  of  this  subter- 
raneous cavern,  consisting  of  vast  chambers, 
encrusted  with  sparkling  congelations,  in 
every  stage  of  crystallization,  from  the  in- 
cipient stalactite  and  stalagmite,  to  huge 
specimens  of  these  principal  forms  of  liquid 
petrifaction,  depending  from  the  roof  or 
sides  of  this  beautiful,  fairy-like  apartment 
in  the  bowels  of  the  earth.  When  illumined 
by  flaming  flambeaux,  the  interior  is  a 
scene  of  brilliant  splendour;  but  void  of 
light,  the  gaping  chasms  and  slippery  foot- 
ing serve  to  convert  admiration  into  appre- 
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hension.  The  grand  effect  of  the  blue- 
lights,  the  echoing  reverberations  of  the 
rockets,  that  caused  such  dazzling  resplen- 
dency, rendered  the  spectacle  magnificent 
in  the  extreme;  and  supreme  was  the 
gratification  of  the  dingy  explorers  as  they 
separately  emerged,  laden  with  samples  of 
the  characteristics  of  this  captivating  region, 
then  seldom  visited. 

But  our  cruises  had  extended  far  beyond 
these  limits. 

We  had  gathered  figs  at  Smyrna;  im- 
bibed the  wine  of  Tenedos;  viewed  Mount 
Ida ;  traversed  the  plain  of  Troy ;  trod  the 
site  of  renowned  II ion;  sat  at  the  source  of 
the  famed  Scamander;  mounted  the  tombs 
of  Hector  and  Paris;  seen  the  sepulchres 
of  Achilles  and  Ajax,  and  conceived  the 
condition  of  Alexander,  running  naked 
round  the  former;  entered  the  Hellespont; 
passed  the  birthplaces  of  the  amorous  couple 
who  perished  in  the  fatal  strait ;  thought  of 
the  tale  of  their  fervent  attachment,  and 
pitied  the  result  of  their  impassioned  love. 

"  Oh,  when  alone  along  the  sky 
Her  turret-torch  was  blazing  high, 
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Tliougli  rising  gale,  and  breaking  foam, 

And  shrieking  sea-birds  warn'd  him  home, 

And  clouds  aloft  and  tides  below, 

With  signs  and  sounds  forbade  to  go, 

He  could  not  see,  he  would  not  hear, 

Or  sound  or  sign  foreboding  fear; 

His  eye  but  saw  that  light  of  love. 

The  only  star  it  hail'd  above ; 

His  ear  but  rang  with  Hero's  song — 

*  Ye  waves  divide  not  lovers  long.'  " 

Now  the  sea  of  Marmora  is  passed,  and 
til  en  opens  on  the  sight  tlie  "  Seven  Towers,'^ 
immortalized  in  the  annals  of  Oriental 
cruelties ;  a  dense  mass  of  solid  masonry, 
betokening  the  enduring  architecture  of  the 
middle  ages,  and  presenting  a  memorial — 
too  durable,  alas! — of  bloody  deeds  and 
atrocious  barbarities,  scarcely  exceeded 
amongst  savage  tribes !  Ay !  in  that  en- 
sanguined prison-house,  in  days  of  yore, 
have  e'en  unoffending  ambassadors  been  in- 
carcerated, when  the  sovereigns  they  repre- 
sented had  in  aught  displeased  the  splenetic, 
all-powerful  sultan  to  whom  they  were  ac- 
credited. 

Yerily,  'tis  edifying  to  muse  on  these 
startling   records,  whilst  reflecting  on  the 
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former  state  of  a  country  wherein  sucli  in- 
humanities were  perpetrated.  But  lo  1  the 
brilliant  aspect  of  the  charming,  picturesque 
Stamboul  produces  other  thoughts,  and 
renders  one  forgetful  of  past  chronicles. 

Its  gorgeous,  gilded  cupolas ;  tall,  taper 
ing,  glimmering,  fretwork  minarets ;  pagoda 
shaped  kiosks;  its  splendid  ornate  palaces 
v.ith  their  bright  sides,  beautiful  parterres 
and    Moorish    fountains;    its    variegated 
gleaming    edifices,    with   their   glazed   ve 
randahs  and  pretty  trellis-work ;  its  sump 
tuous  mosques;    its  gloomy  cemeteries,  all 
here  and  there  intermingled  with  the  foliage 
of  the    sombre  cypress    and  far-spreading 
plane,  constitute  a  scene  enrapturing  and 
impressive. 

There's  the  notable  seraglio,  encompassed 
by  its  lofty  wall,  pierced  with  embrasures, 
and  surmounted  with  battlements  and 
towers.  There  the  regal  residence,  inter- 
nally decorated  with  the  most  superlative 
splendour,  displaying  a  combination  of  rich- 
ness and  costliness,  fully  denoting  the  taste 
of  its  imperial  occupant,  whose  habitation 
almost  vies  with  the  palatial  abodes  idealized 


70  ARTHUR   MONTAGUE;    OR, 

by  the  imaginative  describer  of  eastern  mag- 
nificence; being  able  to  exhibit  silken  and 
golden  tapestry  dazzling  with  gems ;  walls 
inlaid  with  the  green  jasper,  snowy  ivory, 
and  rainbow- tinted  flakes  from  the  pearly 
shell ;  and  what  the  sublimity  of  the  kingly 
seat,  radiant  with  jewelled  grandeur,  well 
befitting  the  self-esteem  of  a  grand  seignior ! 

Who  can  survey  without  delight  the 
varied  view  from  the  wooded  heights  of  this 
enchanting  city,  scattered  o'er  its  "  Seven 
Hills."  The  sparkling  Bosphorus  below, 
teeming  with  life,  and  laving  the  base  of 
many  a  beauteous  villa.  The  Ottoman  ship- 
ping in  the  "  Golden  Horn,"  their  blood-red 
ensigns  blown  out  by  the  breeze,  displaying 
in  the  centre  the  white  crescent  and  seven- 
pointed  star.  The  numerous  gaily-coloured 
long  lights,  sharp  caiques,  swiftly  flitting 
to  and  fro,  and  skimming  o'er  the  even 
surface  of  the  unruffled  stream — the  lively 
features  of  the  opposite  shore. 

But,  mark !  'tis  possible  to  picture  forth 
a  less  engaging  scene  when  the  eye  loses 
sight  of  the  pleasing  panorama,  and  scans 
the  inward  parts  of  Turkey's  capital. 
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No  stately  structures  arrest  observation. 
No  showy  streets  excite  admiration.  No 
public  institutions  demand  attention ! 

Confusion  reigns  around.  Unimposing 
is  the  jumbled  mass  of  graceless  edifices, 
scarce  worthy  of  the  title.  Wood  supplies 
the  place  of  brick  or  stone.  In  vain  one 
looks  for  order  or  design;  and  the  sun's 
rays  ne'er  pierce  many  a  much-frequented 
quarter.  Now  you  jostle  through  the 
crowded  bazaars,  noisy  with  the  hum  of 
many  speakers,  the  voices  of  excited  or 
vehement  bargainers  swelling  above  the 
rest,  and  you  perceive  the  falsification  of 
the  axiom,  about  "  two  of  a  trade,"  for  as 
you  look  on  either  side  at  the  squatting 
salesmen,  you  see  by  their  wares  that  they 
belong  to  the  same  craft,  and  then  discover 
that  so  many  consecutive,  imshop-like, 
darkened  tenements  are  apportioned  to  the 
vendors  of  each  separate  traffic.  Here  a 
space  is  devoted  to  the  exhibitors  of  the 
produce  of  Cashmere.  There,  are  displayed 
the  choice  carpetings  of  the  country.  There, 
the  bales  of  velvet,  satin,  silk.  There,  the 
rolls  of  gold  and  silver  tissue,  fringe,  and 
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rich  embroidery.  There,  the  cloth  and 
furs  of  Russia.  There,  the  manufactures 
of  Manchester,  Birmingham,  Sheffield,  and 
Staffordshire !  There,  the  mart  for  match- 
locks, sabres,  pistols !  There,  the  pipe  em- 
porium! There  the  place  for  caps  (the 
scarlet  Fez).  There,  'for  shoes!  There, 
horse-trappings.  There,  mixed  household 
tools !  Your  wants  supplied,  you  quit  the 
Babel-like  din,  and  mount  the  ascent  to 
Per  a,  the  portion  allotted  to  the  Frank 
population,  and  as  you  pick  your  steps 
carefully,  in  wending  your  Avay  through 
the  narrow  thoroughfares,  here  you  graze 
against  the  moist  freight  of  a  water-carrier ; 
now  you  encounter  an  itinerant  hawker  of 
edibles,  whose  savoury  kebobs  and  iced 
sherbet  almost  tempt  you  to  stop,  "  contra 
bonos  mores."  Now  you  pass  a  lightly- 
veiled,  yellow-booted,  tantalizing  beauty; 
now  your  eye  falls  on  the  hideous  stump  of 
an  alms-seeking  malefactor's  arm  or  leg  de- 
prived of  hand  or  foot  to  satisfy  Oriental 
ideas  of  justice !  There,  you  meet  a  gloomy- 
looking  patriarch  !  There,  a  creaking 
vehicle !     Now,  an  ostentatious  pacha,  with 
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his  attendant  kawasses,  groom,  pipe-bearer, 
and  vociferous  retinue  apprising  all  of  the 
approach  of  a  sublime  being. 

Having  gained  the  eminence,  you  repair 
to  the  Meidan,  or  public  promenade,  and 
mix  with  the  motley  groups  of  divers  races, 
observing  their  gaudy,  comely,  simple,  or 
shabby  costumes,  their  yellow,  red,  or  blue 
slippers,  emblematic  of  their  different  creeds, 
indicating  which  are  the  masters  of  the  soil, 
the  privileged  Osmanlis ;  which  the  natives 
of  Armenia,  and  which  the  persecuted  pro- 
fessors of  the  Jewish  faith.  The  Frank's 
dress  and  visage  bespeaks  his  nationality. 
The  Syrian's  gay  habit  shows  whence  he 
comes;  and  the  tattered  garments  of  the 
mendicant  attest  the  existence  of  poverty 
in  all  lands ! 

A  firman  is  procured — the  permit  to 
enter  St.  Sophia — and,  with  wonder  and 
transport,  you  behold  the  vast  interior  of 
that  time-honoured  holy  pile,  wherein  the 
worship  of  the  true  God  was  performed  for 
nine  whole  centuries  ere  it  became  the  place 
of  Moslem  prayer.  There  you  see  the  altars 
whereat  all  tlie  Byzantine  emperors,  from 

VOL.  III.  E 
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Justinian,  its  founder,  to  Constantine,  the 
last  of  the  race  (who  first  enforced  the  due 
observance  of  the  Sabbath,  and  caused  it  to 
be  reverently  kept  throughout  his  extended 
dominions,)  were  wont  to  offer  up  their 
homage  to  the  Creator  of  the  universe :  and 
there,  too,  did  the  redoubtable  Mahomet 
the  Second,  the  conqueror  of  the  country, 
Solyman,  Selim,  and  succeeding  sultans 
perform  their  oblations;  and  at  those  self- 
same shrines,  notwithstanding  their  sanctity, 
had  been  a  scene  of  wholesale  carnage ! 

Verily  the  visitor  to  this  venerable  seat 
of  Christianity  and  Islamism  can  hardly  re- 
flect without  lively  emotion  on  its  eventful 
history  and  great  antiquity,  as  he  views  its 
vastness,  its  huge  dome,  tiers  of  circular 
galleries,  and  manifold  porphyry,  granite, 
and  vari-coloured  marble  columns,  mostly 
pillaged  from  heathen  temples;  and  some 
that  once  stood  in  the  wondrous  fabric  at 
Ephesus,  of  which  no  vestiges  remain  to 
certify  its  actual  site,  though  scanty  ruins 
lie  scattered  o'er  its  precincts,  ill  requiting 
the  laboured  visit  of  a  sanguine  tourist. 
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What  sounds  are  tliose?  and  who  that 
bawler  on  yon  minaret  ? 

Those  are  the  reiterated  Muezzin's  calls, 
('  La,  ilia,  ilia,  Allah  Mohamed,  re  sul 
Allah,)  that— 

*'  Summon  sinful  man  to  pray.' 

Eeminding  the  pious  children  of  Mahomet 
of  the  injunctions  of  their  prophet,  and 
there,  beneath  the  shade  of  sorrowinp^ 
cypresses,  are  the  peculiar  grave-stones, 
crowned  with  turbans,  marking  the  last 
resting-places  of  departed  Moslems,  who 
repine  not  at  the  approach  of  death,  feeling 
satisfied  they  are  about  to  be  translated  to 
more  blissful  regions.  How  strange  the 
tenets  and  traits  of  these  inf^ituated  fatalists, 
wedded  to  their  beads,  ever  ready  for  their 
orisons,  and  yet  how  void  of  the  sensations 
and  qualities  engendered  by  religion.  Arbi- 
trary, irascible,  slothful,  sensual,  prejudiced, 
and  intolerant;  and  yet,  withal,  ordinarily 
more  dignified,  more  placid,  more  composed, 
more  contented,  and  less  subject  to  the  petty 
baneful  passions  that  agitate  other  sects, 
the  fruitful  source  of  feuds  and  ferment? 
E  2 
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destructive  of  domestic  peace  and  the  mind's 
ease,  both  of  which  the  Turk  may  be  said 
to  enjoy  to  a  greater  extent  than  other 
mortals.  His  love  of  silence  is  a  safeguard 
against  provocation,  the  nature  of  his  con- 
nubial engagements  exempts  him  from  the 
risk  of  matrimonial  infelicity.  He  contracts 
few  friendships,  he  knows  few  wants.  Un- 
addicted  to  ambitious  aspirations,  he  seldom 
experiences  the  direful  effects  of  disappoint- 
ment. He  learns  to  look  upon  his  lot  in 
life  as  the  decree  of  Allah.  He  is  incurious 
about  the  affairs  of  others.  His  chief  hap- 
piness caressing  his  steed  and  smoking  his 
chibouque.  TJnaroused,  evincing  mildness 
and  urbanity;  stirred  to  Avrath,  exhibiting 
the  ferocity  of  the  infuriated  tiger,  panting 
for  revenge. 

Now  is  witnessed  the  grotesque  gyrations 
of  the  spinning  Dervishes,  and  their  gravity 
and  apparent  absorption  of  mind  in  an  em- 
ployment of  so  very  unsacerdotal  a  character 
afford  amusement;  and  when  the  ludicrous 
ceremony  is  concluded,  you  sally  forth 
diverted. 

With  very  different  sensations,  however, 
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does    one    inspect   the    odious    slave-mp.rt, 
where  the  revolting  traffic  in  human  flesh 
is  occupying  the  earnest  consideration  and 
anxious  scrutiny  of  vendors  and   buyers. 
The  one  extolling  his  animated  wares,  the 
other    carefully    estimating    the    intrinsic 
worth   of  an   intended   purchase.      Here, 
clustered  together,  in  all  sorts  of  postures, 
are  the  unfortunate  creatures  about  to  be 
transferred  from  one  taskmaster  to  another ; 
the  smiles  of  some  seemingly  denoting  their 
being  inured  to  bondage  and  unafflicted  by 
its  yoke,  the  gloomy  or  despondent  looks  of 
others  betraying  saddening  forebodings,  or 
dread   of    the    doom    that    awaits    them. 
Ample,   indeed,   the  choice   oflered  in  the 
plentiful    samples    of  each    stage    of  life: 
childhood,    adolescence,    puberty,    and   old 
age — and  varied  the  shades  of  complexion, 
from  the  glossy  ebony  of  the  Ethiopian  to 
the  transparent  tint  of  the  Circassian.  Ah ! 
who  can  behold  the   faultless  figures  and 
facial   cliarms   of  those  beautiful  captives 
from  Georgia  and  Circassia,  destined  to  be 
immured    in   some    wealthy     Mussulman's 
harem,  without  compassion?   Who  can  gaze 
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at  their  fair  forms  and  features  without 
feeling  a  thrill  at  the  thought  that  those 
coveted  gifts  of  nature  have  been  the  chief 
causes  of  their  captivity  ? 

Who  can  view  the  wrinkled  visages  of 
those  decrepit  negr esses  whose  lives  have 
been  passed  in  slavery,  and  whose  gray 
hairs  and  wasted  frames  have  not  yet  ex- 
empted them  from  servitude,  without  con- 
trasting their  condition  with  that  of  some 
of  the  brute  creation  who,  by  the  will  of 
their  owners,  cease  to  toil  when  increasing 
years  have  disqualified  them  for  labour? 

Sickening  wdth  the  sight,  you  move  to 
depart,  and  observe  the  consternation  of  an 
aifrighted,  middle-aged  female  (with  some 
pretensions  to  be  esteemed  worthy  of  the 
notices  of  a  fastidious  selector),  suckling  her 
infant,  and  flinching  while  undergoing  the 
usual  ordeal  of  manipulation,  to  ascertain 
the  firmness  of  her  corporeal  texture. 

Enough — enough  1  curiosity  is  sated ;  the 
mind  is  overcharged  with  thoughts  that 
need  not  utterance ! 

From  this  scene  of  oppression  and  degra- 
dation, characteristic  of  the  country,  per- 
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chance  you  encounter  its  despotic  ruler, 
mounted  on  a  noble  animal,  richly  capari- 
soned with  the  most  costly  trappings,  shining 
with  gold  and  precious  stones  of  great  value, 
and  as  you  perceive  a  bland  smile  on  the 
generally  stern  countenance  of  the  royal 
rider,  and  receive  a  courteous  nod,  en  pas- 
sant, you  are  not  in  a  mood  to  appreciate 
the  salutation,  but  more  inclined  to  ex- 
claim— "  Thou  hypocrite  and  tyrant !  Thy 
transient  smiles  cannot  cloak  thy  guilt. 
The  dissimulations  of  thy  servile  subjects, 
thy  flattering  courtiers,  denote  their  con- 
sciousness of  the  fatal  penalties  of  offending 
thee." 

The  compliments  of  aliens,  admitted  to 
thy  presence,  do  not  divest  their  memories 
of  the  recollection  of  thy  massacres — thy 
reign  of  terror — ruling  by  the  scimitar, 
bow-string,  and  sack,  regaling  thy  sight  on 
a  headless  trunk,  or  listening  in  delight  to 
the  plash  of  a  smothering  struggling  beauty, 
plunged  into  the  stream  that  receives  thy 
household  victims  1* 

*  This,  of  course,  refers  to  a  period  anterior  to 
the  introduction  of  reform. 
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Yerily,  the  contemplation  of  the  condition 
of  a  people  sacrificed  singly  or  in  swarms  to 
gratify  a  despot's  lust  of  cruelty,  should 
awake  thankfulness  in  those  whose  lot  is 
cast  elsewhere,  where  the  uncertainties  of 
supreme  sway  do  not  terrify,  wdiere  life  is 
safe  and  liberty  secured ! 

Adieu,  Stamboul !  favoured  by  nature — 
neglected  by  man.  Thou  mixture  of  all 
that  is  magnificent  and  uncomely!  En- 
forcing admiration,  creating  disappoint- 
ment ! 

Quitting  Constantinople,  the  ship  pro- 
ceeds to  fertile  Cyprus,  well  fitted  for  the 
abode  of  the  lovely  goddess,  and  whence 
England  first  received  her  cats  and  cauli- 
flowers. 

Seized  upon  by  Eichard  after  his  signal 
chastisement  of  the  inhospitable  prince,  who 
had  dared  to  maltreat  his  shipwrecked 
crews,  and  peril  the  safety  of  his  betrothed 
Berengaria,  whom  he  here  espoused,  ere  he 
prosecuted  his  journey  to  the  field  of  his 
holy  exploits,  elated  with  enthusiasm,  en- 
couraged by  universal  applause,  afterwards 
bestowing  the  conquered  isle  on  the  royal 
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fugitives  from  Jerusalem,  on  tlieir  expulsion 
from  Palestine  by  the  victorious  Saladin. 

AYe  stayed  some  time  at  Beyrout,  tlie 
scriptural  Berothai,  whence  "  David  took 
exceeding  much  brass,"  and  which  was  ren- 
dered so  surpassingly  magnificent  by  Agrippa, 
during  his  governorship  of  Judea.  But  no 
vestiges  survive  to  give  even  an  idea  of  its 
ever  having  enjoyed  such  a  reputation. 
All  trace  of  its  former  cliaracter  has  passed 
away,  complete  has  been  the  work  of  the 
annihilator,  but  despite  the  total  disappear- 
ance of  all  it  once  possessed,  yet  is  it  far 
from  destitute  of  interest  and  attraction. 

The  perishable  productions  of  art  at 
length  fixll  into  shapeless  ruins,  or  crumble 
into  dust,  but  the  ineffaceable  attributes  of 
nature  continue  unchanged  and  inalienable, 
outliving  the  lapse  of  ages,  connecting  the 
present  with  the  past;  and  though  Berytes 
is  no  more,  its  environs  remain  rich  in 
scenery,  abounding  in  tlie  grand  and  beau- 
tiful, and  the  "  glory  of  Lebanon,"  its 
adorning  neighbour,  is  in  nowise  diminished, 
since  it  called  forth  the  praises  of  the  pro- 
phets, and  the  exclamation  of  Moses — *'  I 
E  3 
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pray  thee,  let  me  go  over  and  see  the  good 
land  that  is  beyond  Jordan — that  goodly 
mountain  and  Lebanon." 

Oft  had  we  climbed  its  well  clothed  ac- 
clivities, and  toiled  up  its  steep  ascents, 
resting  beneath  the  dark  green  branches  of 
the  ever- verdant  cedar,  whose  kin  supplied 
Solomon  with  timber  for  his  temple.  Oh, 
how  fine  the  prospect  from  different  heights ! 
There  Beyrout  is  distinguished,  girdled 
with  its  plenteous  mulberry-trees,  and  luxu- 
riant groves  of  olives.  Now,  you  perceive 
a  pretty  hamlet  in  a  hollow  vale — now,  a 
village  wildly  situated  oil  the  side  of  a  deep 
ravine — now,  a  few  straggling  tenements 
occupying  independent  rocky  sites — now,  a 
white  convent,  perched  like  an  eagle's  eyrie 
on  the  very  ledge  of  a  rugged  precipice. 

Here  the  clamberer  notices  and  admires 
the  noble  growth  of  the  waving  pines  and 
poplars;  there,  observes  the  gushing  of  a 
sparkling  cataract,  tumbling  over  clift  and 
crag,  noising  and  foaming  till  it  falls  to  the 
bottom  of  a  gaping  gorge,  and  forms  a 
shallow,  brawling,  fretful,  mountain  stream. 

Looking  beyond  is  discernible  the  snow- 
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capped  peaks ;  below,  the  sweep  of  the  bay, 
and  its  several  indentures. 

From  Beyrout  we  sailed  to  Tyre  and 
Sidon,  the  pitiful  remnants  of  the  palmy 
sea-ports  of  the  enterprising  Phoenicians. 
Thence  to  Acre,  where  with  excited  feelings 
we  trod  its  stout  ramparts,  examined  its 
formidable  fortifications,  called  to  mind  its 
obstinate  sieges,  and  cast  our  eyes  across 
the  bay  at  Mount  Carmel,  so  familiar  to  the 
imaginations  of  the  most  youthful.  Subse- 
quently we  landed  at  Jaffa,  conjecturing 
where  stood  the  Ark  before  it  was  launched, 
and  then  was  inspected  the  spot  where  St. 
Peter  was  entertained  by  Simon. 

Besides  the  foregoing  visits,  we  had  be- 
come acquainted  with  the  harbours  of  Crete 
and  the  aspect  of  Mount  Ida,  and  had  like- 
wise disembarked  at  Ehodes,  and  seen  the 
gratifying  array  of  the  escutcheons  of  the 
former  champions  of  Christianity  over  the 
doors  of  the  very  abodes  they  respectively 
inhabited,  which  the  chivalrous  spirit  of  a 
moslem  conqueror  would  not  suffer  to  be 
defaced,  and  which  time  has  since  so  consi- 
derately spared  to  tell  a  tale  of  departed 
worth. 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

Lady  Gascoigne  and  her  languid  daughter 
were  reclining  in  their  soft-cushioned  ba- 
rouche, speculating  on  the  probable  place  of 
abode  of  Mrs.  Anstruther;  when  one  ex- 
claimed, "  How  I  should  like  to  know  what 
has  become  of  her !" 

"  YeSj  mamma,  dearest;"  responded  the 
equally  curious  young  lady — ^'  and  so  should 
I !"  Hoio  I  wonder  where  they  are.  Mrs. 
Chatting,  you  know,  told  us  she  had  heard 
from  Miss  Gleaner,  that  they  had  gone  to 
Baden  Baden." 

"  No,  my  love,  that  must  be  wrong;  for 
they  certainly  were  in  Perthshire  very 
lately,  on  a  visit  to  some  of  her  Scotch 
relatives.  But  never  mind,  pet,  we'll  not 
puzzle  ourselves  any  more  about  it.  They're 
gone,  and  it  matters  little  where  to." 
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A  few  months  after  this  conversation  the 
tidings  reached  the  castle  of  the  doings  of 
the  fugitives  at  Malta. 

Had  intelligence  arrived  of  their  having 
been  translated,  like  Astrsea,  to  another 
sphere,  it  could  scarcely  have  astounded 
more.  The  haughty,  plotting,  shrewd,  but 
now  outwitted  lady,  was  totally  incapable 
of  controlling  her  choler,  which  rioted  un- 
checked in  expletives  not  euphonious — and 
reflection  on  the  victory  of  the  foe,  the 
result  of  clever  strategy,  now  aroused  the 
fire  of  jealousy,  now  produced  the  brooding 
silence  of  revenge,  now  the  depression  of 
despair ! 

The  ingenious  manoeuvre  to  separate  the 
resolute  pair  had  helped  to  consummate  their 
ominous  junction  in  a  foreign  land,  and  un- 
questionable union  hereafter. 

No  schemes  could  now  sever  them,  no 
arguments  counterpoise  the  bane  of  constant 
intercourse. 

Frederick  was  as  good  as  lost — his  future 
mother  undoubtedly  exultant ! 

Sir  Egbert,  when  informed  of  the  catas- 
trophe, and  appealed  to  for  his  anger,  in- 
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dignation  and  sympathy,  did  indeed  most 
surely  disappoint  the  expectations  of  his 
pale,  quivering  partner,  by  shouting  forth, 
"  Bravo !"  succeeded  by  a  long,  continuous 
peal  of  sonorous  laughter. 

The  news-bearer  conceived  herself  in- 
sulted, assumed  an  imperious  air,  drew  up 
her  head  with  the  proud  dignity  of  the  wife 
of  Jove,  receded  with  one  foot,  scowled 
scornfully  on  the  mirthful  baronet,  and  said, 
"  Sir  Egbert,  your  state  appals  me !  You're 
alike  indifferent  to  the  fate  of  your  family 
and  the  feelings  of  your  wife!" 

This  speech  elicited  a  fresh  burst.  Lady 
Gascoigne  looked  on  with  a  countenance 
expressive  of  ire  and  amazement,  and  was 
meditating  retreat  with  an  effective  salvo, 
when  her  eccentric  lord  exclaimed — 

^'  The  very  best  thing  I  ever  heard  of. 
Ha !  ha !  ha !  Very  sporting  affair,  spirited 
chase,  long  run,  clever  leaping,  hard  riding, 
keen  scent,  and  she'll  get  the  brush  to  a 
certainty  if  he  don't  take  to  earth,  which 
doesn't  seem  likely !'' 

This  praise  and  prophecy  were  answered 
with   a   withering   sneer,    as   she   wheeled 
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round  on  her  heel  and  walked  majestically 
out  of  the  room,  saluted  by  a  "  Ha !  ha !  ha !" 
as  she  crossed  the  doorway,  and  slammed  it 
on  her  provoking  spouse. 

Subsequently  to  this  bootless  interview, 
the  temper  of  the  vanquished  lady  was  not 
improved  by  the  sentiments  enunciated  by 
her  uncongenial  marital  companion,  who 
converted  the  subject  of  her  tribulation  into 
a  source  of  frequent  jest,  and  used  to  speak 
of  the  matter,  amongst  his  sporting  ac- 
quaintance, in  a  strain  of  peculiar  absurdity, 
that  led  to  a  young  member  of  the  hunt 
sending  Lady  Gascoigne  a  pair  of  marriage 
cards,  tied  together  with  a  silvery  lover's 
knot  of  suitable  size,  as  conclusive  evidence 
of  the  realization  of  her  worst  anticipa- 
tions. 

The  instant  she  saw  the  names  thus 
united,  of  a  son  on  whose  person  and  talents 
she  had  calculated  so  overweeningly,  and  a 
girl  thrust  upon  her  by  the  designing  woman 
who  had  defied  her  enmity  and  foiled  her 
finesse,  her  breast  became  the  theatre  of  the 
most  torturing  sensations,  her  mind  the  prey 
of  the  most  tormenting  thoughts.     She  cast 
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the  odious  embossed  cards  on  the  carpet, 
rubbed  her  foot  over  them,  and  cried — 

"  Oh,  Fred!  on  whom  I  built  so  much 
ambition — thus  to  rebel,  and  waste  the  gifts 
of  nature  on  a  simpering  girl,  betrays  both 
weakness  and  ingratitude!" 

The  entrance  of  her  sympathetic  daughter, 
announcing  the  arrival  of  some  visitors, 
arrested  her  solitary  complainings,  and, 
kissing  the  forehead  of  her  obedient  child, 
they  walked  away  together  with  arms  en- 
circling each  other's  waists. 

The  new-comers  were  Mrs.  Chatting  and 
her  maiden  sister,  who  had  been  extravagant 
enough  to  hire  a  fly  to  make  a  morning 
call  at  the  castle,  so  that  they  might  be  the 
first  to  condole  with  poor  Lady  Gascoigne 
on  the  obnoxious  marriage  of  which  they 
had  just  heard  through  the  promulgating 
zeal  of  the  disseminator  of  the  story. 

They  were  perfect  mistresses  of  the  mus- 
cles of  the  face,  and  knew  from  experience 
the  various  efiects  producible  by  their  skil- 
ful management,  which  enabled  them  to 
assume  exactly  the  most  telling  expression 
of  countenance  the  moment  they  met  the 
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eye  of  the  superior  being,  who  testified  her 
approbation  by  advancing  to  receive  the 
agreeable  couple  who  never  came  Avith  empty 
mouths,  and  never  "went  empty  away." 

"  What  a  dreadful  business  this  is !" 
ejaculated  the  pitying  matron. 

"  We've  only  just  heard  it,  and  we  came 
off  at  once,"  observed  Miss  Gleaner. 

"  That  really  teas  very  kind  of  you," 
replied  the  pleased  patroness,  much  gratified 
at  the  bare  idea  of  being  properly  felt  for 
in  affliction. 

"  I'm  sure  I  need  some  consolation  from 

without,  for "  she  checked  the  indiscreet 

avowal,  which  would  have  exposed  the  pain- 
ful want  of  domestic  harmony,  fancying  at 
the  moment,  that  the  occurrences  in  which 
she  was  an  actor  in  her  own  mansion,  did 
not  furnish  others  with  a  fertile  theme  for 
talk,  in  the  same  way  that  their  proceedings 
afforded  her  interest  and  tattle. 

The  visitors  could  easily  have  finished  the 
sentence,  being  thoroughly  conversant  with 
the  wranglings  they  often  animadverted  on 
in  other  society,  thus  keeping  a  debtor  and 
creditor  account  with  their  consciences,  and 
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doing  business  in  an  orthodox  way.  But 
they  knew  full  well  when  to  feign  ignorance, 
when  to  evince  astonishment,  when  to  dis- 
play feeling,  when  to  censure,  when  to  com- 
passionate, when  to  put  on  a  lachrymose 
look,  and  when  to  throw  forth  a  coinciding 
smile,  or  exclaim,  "Yes!"  "Of  course!" 
"You're  so  right!"  "Exactly!"  and  other 
affirmative  interjections. 

Upon  the  present  occasion,  they  saw  that 
wholesale  condemnation  of  the  machinations 
of  Mrs.  Anstrutherwas  to  be  the  programme, 
and  it  would  be  doing  the  ladies  injustice  to 
conceal  the  fact  of  their  having  performed 
their  parts  with  great  knowledge  of  the  cha- 
racters they  appeared  in. 

Nothing  could  excel  the  natural  exhibi- 
tion of  spirit,  sensibility,  pathos,  and  indig- 
nation, at  the  right  periods;  and  in  the 
course  of  their  colloquy,  they  clearly  esta- 
blished the  Vv'orthlessness  and  guile  of  the 
schemist,  the  flirtishness  and  coquetry  of 
the  doubtful  beauty,  and  the  foolish  in- 
fatuation of  the  sensitive  victim. 

"  Ah  !"  said  the  defeated  mother,  with  a 
sigh,  "  when  I  think  of  the  hopes  I  once 
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entertained,  and  the  profitable  connexion  he 
)ing]tt  have  made,  it  really  saddens  me  to 
reflect  on  the  consequences  of  the  miscar- 
riage of  my  plans,  which  I^m  sure  were 
perfectly  practicable,  and  would  have  been 
attended  with  certain  success,  but  for  the 
hateful  presence  of  those  thieves  who've 
stolen  my  handsome  boy — who,  alas!  was 
more  impressible  than  I  imagined,  and  has 
proved  less  affectionate  than  I  had  reason  to 
suppose." 

"  Indeed,  you've  terrible  cause  for  disap- 
pointment," remarked  the  Spinster;  "and 
how  well  you  bear  it,  too.  If  this  had  hap- 
pened  to  some,  it  would  have  incensed  them 
frightfully,  and  that  bold,  bad  woman  would 
not  have  escaped  without  condign  punish- 
ment. They're  really  few  who  could  forego 
the  satisfaction  of  retaliating  measures 
under  such  circumstances;  and  although  I 
wouldn't  presume,  as  you  know,  Lady  Gas- 
coigne,  to  suggest  any  particular  course  of 
action,  to  one  so  discerning  and  discrimi- 
nating as  yourself,  yet,  if  you  will  allow  me 
to  offer  an  idea,  I  would  intimate  my  belief 
that  a  letter " 
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"Oh!  no — no!  That  would  never  do; 
she's  such  a  creature  with  her  pen.'' 

"  Bless  me !"  ejaculated  the  sister,  re- 
lieving her  silenced  relative.  "  And  has 
she  ever  dared  to  write?" 

''Yes;  before  she  left,  she  sent  me  such 
a " 

"  How  presumptuous !  How  extremely 
impertinent !     How  basely  ungrateful !" 

"  Ah !  now  you  mention  that,  I  can't  help 
feeling  that  she  certainly  did  not  behave  as 
she  should,  considering  the  way  I  took  her 
by  the  hand  when  she  first  came  amongst 
us,  inviting  her  constantly,  escorting  her  in. 
public,  driving  her  out,  sending  her  venison, 
game,  fruit,  flowers " 

"Oh,  yes,  I  heard  all  that — nothing 
could  exceed  your  hospitality  and  gene- 
rosity ;  but  on  these  points,  you  know,  Lady 
Gascoigne  (and  I'm  sure  I  can  say  so  with- 
out  seeming  flattery),  there  are  not  tivo 
opinions.  Wherever  I  go  I  hear  praises  of 
your  admirable  discharge  of  your  high 
duties  here." 

"  Why,  I  do  my  best,  you  know,  to  make 
things  comfortable." 
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"  Comfortable !  your  entertainments  are 
]'atber  more  than  comfortable^  I  can  answer 
for  it — they're  not  to  be  matched  in  Shrop- 
shire, or  any  other  county  that  I  ever 
heard  of." 

"  I  admit  I  study  as  much  as  possible  to 
leave  no  room  for  complaint." 

"  And  you  certainly  succeed.  It's  only 
a  pity  that  others  of  your  rank,  and  station, 
and  affluence,  don't  follow  your  splendid 
example,  and  collect  people  together  to 
enjoy  themselves  in  tapestried  halls  and 
sumptuous  chambers,  where  they're  not 
only  regaled  in  a  princely  style,  but  see  a 
scene  to  charm  every  sense.  I  often  think 
to  myself,  what  can  great  riches  be  bestowed 
on  people  for,  but  to  benefit,  by  a  portion 
of  them,  their  less  fortunate  fellow-creatures ; 
and  when  I  hear  of  an  immense  fortune  be- 
ing pent  up,  doled  out  niggardly,  or  frittered 
away  injudiciously  in  useless  establishments, 
I'm  excessively  vexed — /  am,  irideed  /" 

This  speech  was  most  effective,  and  the 
acknowledgments  it  elicited  produced  a  de- 
lightful pectoral  glow  in  the  politic  sisters, 
who   telegraphed  congratulations,  and   be- 
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came  in  their  turn  the  listeners  to  a  some- 
what prolix  tale,  embracing  sundry  subjects. 
But  their  outward  manifestation  of  agree- 
ment in  all  that  was  said,  no  doubt  conduced 
to  lengthen  it. 

However,  they  were  eventually,  as  usual, 
well  rewarded  for  their  dissembled  concur- 
rence; for,  as  they  rose  to  depart,  Lady 
Gascoigne  rang  the  bell,  and,  when  the 
highly  ornamental  footman  appeared,  he 
was  desired  to  order  the  gardener  to  pre- 
pare a  basketful  of  grapes  and  peaches,  and 
to  make  up  a  large,  handsome  bouquet. 

This  command  drew  forth  fresh  commen- 
dations; and  the  visitors,  with  joyful 
visages,  conjointly  vowed  that  their  bene- 
factress was  *'  a  great  deal  too  kind," — 
though,  had  she  been  less  so,  it  is  probable 
the  gifts  would  not  have  been  proportionate 
to  the  expectations  of  either  expectant. 

Presently  the  donation  was  pronounced 
ready  for  transfer,  and  the  object  of  the 
call  being  accomplished,  the  penetrating 
couple  saw  no  necessity  to  prolong  their 
stay,  and  increase  their  fly  liire,  —  the 
difference  between  which  and  the  value  of 
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the   receipts    they  had    already    carefully 
computed. 

They  had  shaken  hands  cordially,  uttered 
the  last  compliments,  and  were  walking 
away,  when  in  strutted  Sir  Egbert,  in  his 
scarlet  coat  and  top-boots,  followed  by  a 
noble  hound,  whose  entrance  his  displeased 
lady  protested  against,  alleging  that  she 
would  bear  a  great  deal,  but  that  her  house 
should  not  be  turned  into  a  kennel  while 
she  remained  in  it. 

"  Go  out,  Saxon!"  said  the  Baronet,  smil- 
ing, unaware  of  the  dog's  being  at  his  heels, 
and  then  addressing  the  strangers,  he  ex- 
claimed— "  Well !  have  you  heard  all  about 
it,  the  finding,  breaking  cover,  check,  run, 
and  death?" 

What  answer  to  make  to  these  charac- 
teristic inquiries  the  tacticians  knew  not, 
for  they  felt  too  grateful  to  offend  one 
party,  and  did  not  wish  to  show  disrespect 
to  the  petulant  querist,  who  considered  in- 
opportune silence  as  near  akin  to  a  slight, 
so  they,  rather  than  say  nothing,  replied — 

"  What  do  you  mean^  Sir  Egbert?" 

"Oh!  hasn't  she  told  you? — well,  that 
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isn't  like  her.  Fred's  made  a  fool  of,  the 
same  as  his  father  before  him." 

The  wrathful  wife,  with  reddening  face 
and  flashing  eye,  responded — 

"Like  father,  like  son !"  and  bore  away 
her  uneasy  guests,  who  regretted  they  had 
not  been  put  in  possession  of  the  souvenir 
ten  minutes  before. 
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CHAPTER  YI. 

"  Talking  about  pressing,"  said  a  tar,  ad- 
dressing some  comrades,  "  makes  me  think 
of  something  in  that  line,  about  a  chap 
what  was  pressed  in  a  very  queer  way  in  the 
war  time,  when  no  feller  a'most  was  safe 
at  his  lire-side,  or  even  in  bed,  from  these 
sea  gipsies. 

"But  now  what  I'm  going  to  tell  you  is 
as  true  as  a  book. 

"  Admiral  M ,    when   a   lieutenant, 

put  up  one  night  at  a  hotel  at  Portsmouth, 
and  when  he  was  going  away  the  next  day, 
he  gave  the  Boots  a  shilling. 

''  Boots  held  it  out  in  his  hand,  looked 
at  it  a  bit,  grumbled  a  few,  then  shoved  it 
into  his  pocket,  and  walked  off;  so  the 
lieutenant  says  to  hisself,  Pll  sarve  this  ere 
feller  out  for  his  sarce, — and  sure  enough 

YOL.  Ill,  F 
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he  did,  too,  for  the  very  next  night  he  goes 
on  shore  with  a  press-gang  and  steers  for 
the  inn  where  Mr.  Boots  lodged. 

a  i  "v^^here's  Boots?'  says  he. 

"  '  Below,  sir,'  says  a  housemate. 

"'I  wants  him,'  says  the  officer;  and 
presently  up  he  comes,  looking  ever  so 
frightened  and  foolish. 

"  '  Now,  Mr.  Boots,'  said  the  lieutenant, 
'you  slewed  your  nose  up  at  a  shilling  I 
give  you  yesterday  for  cleaning  me  two 
pair  of  boots;  so  I've  made  up  my  mind 
to  teach  you  manners,  and  you  shall  come 
aboard  with  me,  and  clean  a  precious 
many  for  nothing,  and  do  a  deal  of  work 
besides.' 

"  Boots  was  ready  for  to  drop  when  he 
heerd  this ;  he  shook  ever  so,^  got  as  white 
as  chalk,  and  said  as  how  he  was  very 
sorry,  and  all  that  sort  of  stuff. 

"  '  Fudge !'  cried  the  officer,  '  you  aint 
sorry  yet;  but  you  soon  shall  be,  though. 
Bear  a  hand,  and  get  some  of  your  traps, 
and  don't  keep  us  a-waitin'.' 

"  Well,  then,  it  warn't  long  afore  he  was 
bundled  aboard,  and  such  a  figure  as  he  cut, 
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too.  Directly  he  was  shipped  he  was  put 
to  polish  a  heap  of  boots  and  shoes  a'most 
as  high  as  his  head  as  he  sot  on  the  deck ; 
and  as  most  on  'em  were  wash- deckers,  and 
pretty  white  with  salt-water,  he  just  had 
a  job  to  begin  with.  He  was  kept  at  this 
sort  of  work  for  a  fortnight,  and  then 
allowed  to  cut  and  run,  ever  ^o  much  im- 
proved in  his  education." 

"I  say,  Bill?"  cried  a  voice  from  the 
crowd,  "that  wouldn't  be  a  bad  yarn  if 
'twas  true." 

"True?— It's  true,   I'll  take  my ; 

and  I  never,  in  my  born  days,  see  such  a 
miserable-looking  devil  as  poor  Boots  was 
all  the  time  he  was  in  his  Majesty's  sarvice. 
He  hardly  touched  a  bit  to  eat,  and  got  so 
thin  with  fretting,  that  if  he  hadn't  been 
let  run,  he'd  been  in  the  doctor's  list  as 
long  as  ever  he'd  stayed  on  board.  The 
gun-room  boys  used  to  play  him  a  rare 
sight  of  tricks,  portending  to  put  him  in  the 
way  to  get  ashore  again;  and  once  they 
lowered  him  out  of  the  gun-room  port  by  the 
port  laniard,  telling  him  there  was  a  boat 
under  the  stern  a-waiting  for  him ;  but  he  soon 
p2 
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found  out  to  the  contrairie,  for  presently 
they  let  go  with  the  run,  and  give  him 
one  dip  over  head  and  ears,  and  then  pulled 
'en  out.  He  bawled  out  like  mad,  and 
brought  all  the  officers  to  the  place;  but 
when  they  see  what  had  happened  they 
laughed  ready  to  break  their  hearts,  and 
all  Boots  got  was  a  glass  of  raw  rum  to 
keep  him  from  catching  cold.  So  you  see 
they  sarved  him  out;  but,  howsomever, 
'twas  those  ere  kind  o'  larks  that  got  the 
sarvice  the  name  of  being  no  better  nor  it 
should  be,  when  we  all  knows  werry  well 
that  altho'  there's  such  a  lot  of  speechify- 
ing and  palavering  about  pressing,  it 
warn't  half — no,  nor  yet  half  a  quarter — as 
bad  as  folks  fancies.  It's  werry  much  the 
fashin'  to  sing  out  a-shore  about  a  great 
deal  what  we  don't  find  no  fault  with  our- 
selves, and  it  makes  me  laff  when  I  hears 
of  the  lot  o'  slang  aginst  captins  o'  men-o'- 
war,  and  calling  'em  a  set  o'  savages,  'cause 
why — they's  obligated  to  flog  a  fellow  now 
and  then,  who,  if  he'd  had  his  rights,  would 
have  got  it  long  afore ;  for  we  old  hands 
knows  well  enough  that  there's  been  no 
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such  thing  as  crooelty  in  the  sarvice  for 
a  precious  long  time,  and  that  the  longer 
the  cat  is  kept  in  the  store-room  after  a 
wessel  is  commissioned,  the  happier  the 
skipper  and  officers  be ;  and  I've  seed  many 
a  time  the  chaps  on  the  lower  deck  grin 
and  chaiF  ever  so  when  they've  heerd  tell 
that  peoples  ashore  feel  so  werry  tender  for 
'em,  and  call  out  so  about  their  backs  being 
made  as  raw  as  beefsteaks,  and  the  captain 
not  being  able  to  keep  his  health  without 
having  flogging  aboord,  at  least  twice  a 
week.  Lor,  what  nonsense  'tis,  shipmates; 
aint  it?" 

"  Ay,  you'm  quite  correct,"  exclaimed 
several  of  the  listeners. 

"I  know  I  be,  boys;  and  half  what's 
said  about  us  is  all  bosh.  Crooelty,  indeed ! 
— what  a  pack  of  stuff!  I'll  be  bound  to  say 
if  a  feller,  let  him  be  ever  such  a  fool  at  his 
Avork,  only  keeps  sober,  keeps  a  civil  tongue 
in  his  head,  and  keeps  hisself  and  his  ham- 
mock clean,  he  may  sarve  on  boord  pretty 
nigh  any  wessel  in  the  navy  for  his  whole 
time  for  his  pension,  without  ever  getting  a 
lash.      I've  turned  this   ere  over  in   my 
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skull-box  many  a  time,  and  what  I  says 
is  this,  that  I  should  be  precious  sorry  to 
see  flogging  done  away  with ;  for  I'm  sartin 
sure  'twould  be  ruination  to  the  sarvice, 
and  werry  few  real  seamen,  what  weren't 
foggy-headed  fellers,  would  so  much  as  say, 
Thank  you.  No,  no,  shipmates;  don't  you 
suppose  that  ships  would  be  what  they  are 
now  if  flogging  was  put  a  stop  to.  The 
lazy  ones  and  skulkers  would  make  merry 
on  it,  p'raps,  but  the  man-o'-war's  man 
would  soon  see  the  difference,  and  most 
like  petition  Parliament  to  have  the  cat 
back  again.  The  black  list  is  well  enough 
in  its  way,  but  in  my  mind  the  grog  water- 
ing and  bag  carrying,  what's  thought 
nothin'  of  scarce  by  the  officers,  worries 
the  men  more  nor  they  think  for;  and 
many's  a  time  I've  heerd  a  chap  say  he 
would  sooner  be  tuk  to  the  grating  and  get 
his  allowance,  if  he's  desarved  it,  than  bide 
in  the  black  list  for  weeks,  rubbing  up 
brass  and  copper  half  his  meal  times,  and 
being  laffed  at  when  he  goes  down  to  his 
mess,  which  brings  on  many  a  quarrel  that 
comes  to  a  quarter-deck  complaint  against 
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a  feller.  I  don't  go  for  to  say  that  sailors 
have  nothin'  to  speak  against,  for  I  knows 
better,  and  there  be  ships  what  have  bad 
karakters  for  being  horrible  uncomfortable; 
but  that's  only  here  and  there, — one  in  a 
bundle,  maybe.  Most  craft  is  quite  a  home 
to  a  chap  w^here  he's  well  clothed,  ^vell  paid, 
well  fed,  well  treated,  and  w^ell  to  do  in 
every  respect,  and  I'm  sure  1  don't  know 
where  a  poor  man  coidd  make  hisself 
happier,  if  he  only  behaved  hisself  properly, 
and  didn't  take  offence  at  an  officer  calling 
him  a  hard  name,  now  and  then. 

"  Look  at  the  lot  officers  have  got  to  wex 
them,  and  then  ax  if  it's  wery  astonishing 
that  they  don't  always  talk  to  us  in  lady- 
lingo.  What  men  so  often  calls  abuse  is 

humbug.  They  pertend  to  be  werry  thin- 
skinned  when  an  officer  happens,  by  way  of 
a  change,  to  call  'em  out  o'  name;  but  look 
at  the  lot  o'  slang  they'll  put  up  wdth  from 
one  another,  without  ever  so  much  as  being 
wexed  scarce.  Ay,  there's  not  nothing 
a'most  they  wont  bear  on  the  lower  deck; 
but  directly  they  gets  up  in  the  air,  it's 
wonderful  how  werry  little  sets  'em  wi'ong. 
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S'pose  an  officer  do  call  yon  what  you  aint, 
what's  the  odds,  if  you  knows  he  means 
nothing  by  it.  Lor!  only  think  on  what 
it  used  to  be,  and  then  ax  yourself  if  you 
hadn't  ought  to  feel  satisfied  with  your 
treatment  now,  when  you  sees  so  much 
done  to  make  you  comfortable  and  keep 
you  dry.  When  I  entered  the  sarvice, 
'twas  worry  little  trouble  the  officers  of  the 
watches  took  to  keep  the  watch's  jackets 
from  getting  wet;  but,  bless  you!  now  it's 
werry  different,  and  officers  shorten  sail 
afore  they  see  a  squall  o'  rain  a-coming,  if 
so  be  they  can  see  through  it,  and  know 
there's  not  too  much  wind  along  wi'  it,  jist 
on  purpose  for  to  be  able  to  send  the  men 
to  shelter  out  o'  the  rain.  Men-o'-war's 
men  aint  so  fat-headed  as  to  fancy  they're 
the  galley-slaves  some  folks  wishes  'em  to  be 
thought  to  be.  No,  no;  give  me  a  strict 
ship  afore  a  shimmy,  and  a  taut  officer 
afore  a  slack  one,  say  I.  The  strictest 
ships  are  not  only  the  smartest,  but  the 
happiest — and  that  I'll  swear  to ;  every 
hand  a-board  knows  his  station,  and  he 
goes  to  it,  and  pulls  his  fair  pound,  and 
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then  lie  knows  Lis   work  hasn't  fell  upon 
another  ;  Avhercas,  in  a  sluinmy,  or  in  your 
werry  partickler  comfortable  vessel,  as  it's 
called  by  way  of  a  lie,  the  lazy  ones  lays 
hold  on  a  rope,  and  pertends  to  be  pulling 
their  souls  to  pieces,    if  they    catches    an 
officer's  eye  on  'em,  when  all  the  time  the're 
doing  as  much  good  as   a  babby.     Werry 
well,   then — what's    the   consequince?    the 
work   must   be    done,    you   knov/,   and  on 
coorse  it  falls  on  the  willing  ones,  who  have 
to  work   double,   while   the  skulking,   do- 
nothing,  useless,  comfortable  creatures  are 
keeping  their  fat  up  by  downright  idleness. 
Ay,  you  may  laff  if  you  like — but  it's  true  ; 
and  many  on  you  knows  it,  too,  as  well  as 
I  do.     Ay,  how  often  have  I  been  on  the 
w^eather-yard   arm,   when  reefing  at  night 
-with  the  watch,  and  the  main  or  mizen-top- 
mcn  have  been  sent  up  to  the  foretop,  or 
p'raps  the  foretopmen  sent  aloft  abaft,  that 
I've    had    to    sing    out,     'Light   over    to 
wind'ard,'    until    I've   been    fairly    hoarse. 
Oh,  I  hates   a  skulker  as  I  do  Old  Nick; 
and  if  I'd  my  way,  I'd  keelhaul  every  one 
on  'em ;  but  it  aint  no  easy  job  to  find  'em 
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out  in  the  dark,  which  is  just  the  time  they 
pleases  themselves  most." 

Many  of  the  audience  subscribed  to  this 
sentiment,  and  from  the  nature  of  the  con- 
versation that  ensued,  it  was  clear  they 
were  not  of  opinion  that  captains  of  men-of- 
war  resemble  Egyptian  taskmasters,  or  that 
a  commander  of  a  ship  administers  corporal 
punishment  with  the  motive  of  Dryden's 
despot,  to 

"  Show  his  arbitrary  power." 

The  seaman  of  the  present  day  may  be 
said  to  be  a  more  rational  and  reflecting 
being  than  the  "  rough  knot"  of  the  last 
century ;  and  though  in  main  characteristics 
the  same,  he  certainly  differs  in  some  points 
from  his  pig-tailed  predecessors,  whom  some 
with  much  injustice  pronounce  to  have  been 
his  superior.  The  modern  tar  doubtless 
displays  more  worldly  wisdom,  more  dis- 
cretion, and  more  common  sense,  at  the 
same  time  that  he  exhibits  the  same  amount 
of  pluck,  staunchness,  alacrity,  spirit,  esprit 
de  corps^  &c.  In  two  particulars,  however, 
may  be  seen  the  greatest  change.      The 
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bygone  mariner  betrayed  unaccountable 
ignorance  of  the  real  value  of  the  precious 
metals;  the  majority  of  his  successors 
(when  sober)  manifest  a  thorough  con- 
sciousness of  the  intrinsic  worth  of  the 
different  coins  of  the  realm.  One  was 
notoriously  negligent  of  attire,  and  averse 
to  smartness  of  appearance;  the  other  is 
accustomed  to  bestow  some  thought  on 
personal  adornment,  and  wiien  he  proceeds 
on  shore  "  on  liberty,"  he  invests  himself 
in  his  best  frock  and  trousers,  brushes  his 
jacket,  burnishes  his  hat,  polishes  his  shoes, 
and  sticks  a  handkerchief  in  his  side-pocket, 
and  comes  out  altogether  a  very  different- 
looking  being  to  the  individuals  here  de- 
picted. 

"  Sometimes  we  met  in  the  streets 
a  boat's  crew  just  come  on  shore,  looking 
like  such  wild,  strange,  gamesome,  uncouth 
animals,  that  a  litter  of  squab  rhinocerosses^ 
dressed  up  in  human  apparel,  could  not 
have  made  a  more  ungainly  appearance. 
So  mercurial  in  their  actions  and  rude  in 
their  behaviour,  that  a  woman  could  not 
pass    'em   but   they   fell   to   hugging   her* 
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Every  post  they  came  near  was  in  danger 
of  having  its  head  broke,  for  every  one,  as 
he  passed  by,  would  give  the  senseless 
block  a  bang  with  his  oaken  cudgel.  The 
very  dogs  in  the  streets,  I  observed,  shunned 
them  with  as  much  fear  and  aversion  as  a 
loitering  vagrant  would  a  gang  of  press- 
masters,  being  so  cautioned  against  their 
ill  usage  by  the  stripes  they  have  formerly 
received,  that  as  soon  as  ever  he  sees  a 
seaman,  away  runs  the  poor  cur,  with  his 

tail  between  his  legs,  to  avoid  the  danger. 

*  ')^  *  #  # 

"  We  now  straggled  into  a  public-house, 
to  refresh  ourselves  with  a  sneaker  of  punch, 
where  presently  bolted  in  two  seamen,  with 
a  little  crooked  fiddler  before  them — short 
pipes  in  their  mouths,  oaken  truncheons  in 
their  hands,  thrum  caps  upon  their  heads, 
and  canvas  trousers,  whose  unpolished  be- 
haviour, apish  gestures,  and  maritime  non- 
sense added  no  small  pleasure  to  the  night. 

*  #  *  #  # 

*'  I  could  not  but  reflect  on  the  unhappy 
lives  of  these  salt-water  kind  of  vagabonds, 
who  are  never  at  home  but  when  they're  at 
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sea,  and  always  wandering  when  they're  at 
home.  They're  never  at  ease  till  they've 
received  their  pay,  and  never  satisfied  till 
they've  spent  it." 

The  inditer  of  this  description  of  how 
tars  used  to  deport  themselves  on  shore,  a 
century  and  half  ago,  though  evidently  not 
inclined  to  be  Jack's  panegyrist,  has,  no 
doubt,  given  but  a  faithful  picture ;  for  the 
peculiarities  attributed  to  sailors  then  have 
in  some  measure  characterized  the  race  to  a 
much  later  period,  and  it  must  be  admitted 
that,  although  nautical  wights  of  the  present 
day  do  not  resemble  ''  squab  rhinocerosses,'' 
they  are  decidedly  "  gamesome,"  "  mercu- 
rial," and  as  partial  to  a  fiddler  in  any  shape 
as  ever.  A  perusal  of  tlie  Articles  of  War 
then  in  force  shows  that  especial  pains  were 
taken  to  render  "  those  salt*water  kind  of 
vagabonds"  moral  on  shipboard,  however 
much  they  relaxed  on  shore.  For  instance, 
the  penalty  for  "  telling  a  lie"  was — 

"  That  every  man  serving  his  Majesty,* 
for  able  seaman's  pay  or  under,  who  shall  be 

*  Charles  11. 
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convicted  of  telling  a  lie  shall  be  punished 
by  being  hoisted  up  on  the  main- stay  with 
the  fore-braces,  having  a  broom  and  a  shovel 
tied  to  his  back,  where  he  shall  continue 
half  an  hour,  every  man  crying  out '  A  liar, 
a  liar,'  and  for  the  v^^eek  following  it  shall  be 
his  duty  to  make  clean  the  ship's  head  and 
sides  without  board,  according  to  the  an- 
cient practice  of  the  navy." 

In  a  later  reign  (George  II.)  the  punish- 
ment for  swearing  was — 

"  If  any  shall  be  heard  to  swear,  curse,  or 
blaspheme  the  name  of  God,  the  captain  is 
strictly  required  to  punish  them  for  every 
offence,  by  causing  them  to  wear  a  wood 
collar  or  some  other  shameful  badge  of  dis- 
tinction for  so  long  a  time  as  he  shall  judge 
proper.  If  he  be  a  commission  officer  he 
shall  forfeit  one  shilling  for  each  offence, 
and  a  warrant  or  inferior  officer  sixpence.'^ 

In  the  present  day,  if  boatswains  had  to 
pay  sixpence  every  time  they  expressed 
themselves  somewhat  indecorously,  the 
chances  are  that  the  frequency  of  the  for- 
feiture would  sadly  interfere  with  the  pro- 
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mised  amount  of  periodical  remittances  to 
their  spouses. 

A  person  guilty  of  theft  was  ''  towed  on 
shore,"  &c.  But  forfeiture  of  pay  was  the 
common  prescription.  Drunkenness,  skulk- 
ing, breaking  leave,  &c.,  subjected  the  of- 
fender to  one,  two,  or  more  days'  loss  of 
wages, — a  remedy  implying  the  belief  that 
Jack  was  more  sensitive  on  this  subject  than 
one  would  be  apt  to  suppose. 

All  stoppages  went  to  the  "  Chest"  at 
Chatham,  established  by  Queen  Elizabeth, 
through  the  instrumentality  of  Sir  John 
Hawkins  and  Sir  Francis  Drake,  four  years 
before  she  ended  her  useful  career.  Its  ob- 
ject was  to  afford  relief  to  wounded  and  worn- 
out  seamen,  and  it  derived  its  chief  support 
from  the  multitude  of  small  fixed  subscrip- 
tions of  all  sailors  afloat;*  but  its  funds  were 
augmented  by  other  means,  and  it  was  en- 
riched from  various  sources.  In  the  begin- 
ning of  the  present  century  it  was  trans- 
ferred to  Greenwich. 


*  Sixpence  a  month — merchant  navy  included, 
though  unbenefited. 
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Besides  being  the  founder  of  the  said 
"  Chest,"  Elizabeth  gave  Chatham  its  first 
dockyard.  Sixty  years  after  her  death,  James 
built  another  there,  that  Charles  greatly 
enlarged. 

Portsmouth  dockyard  sprang  into  being 
during  the  Commonwealth,  and  the  one  at 
Plymouth  in  the  time  of  William  III. 

The  second  Charles  and  James  were  ex- 
tensive benefactors  of  the  former,  which  has 
been,  from  time  to  time,  so  much  increased  by 
succeeding  sovereigns;  and  not  very  long 
since,  a  splendid  addition  to  it,  the  basin  for 
steamers,  was  opened  by  the  beloved  Queen 
who  now  so  happily  rules  us,  and  might 
with  great  truth  exclaim,  in  the  words  of 
Pompey — 

"  The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine; 
Pvly  power's  a  crescent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Foresees  'twill  reach  the  full." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Many  months  had  elapsed  without  any 
tidino-s  whatever  of  the  whereabouts  of  the 
Anstruthers  haying  reached  him,  whose 
whole  thoughts  were  centred  in  their  move- 
ments ;  and  at  last  he  became  so  intensely- 
anxious  about  his  betrothed,  as  to  apply  for 
leave  of  absence  on  "  urgent  private  afiairs," 
with  the  view  of  seeking  her.  Her  last 
letter,  dated  at  Leghorn,  mentioned  their 
intention  of  shortly  proceeding  to  Florence, 
and  thence  to  Genoa,  en  route  to  Switzer- 
land, by  way  of  Turin,  so  he  determined 
that  his  best  chance  of  obtaining  a  clue  to 
their  journeyings  was  to  repair  in  the  first 
instance  to  Leghorn.  With  this  object,  he 
took  his  passage  in  a  Sardinian  brig  bound 
thither,  with  no  very  pleasing  prospect  of 
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enjoyment  en  voyage^  as  she  was  deej^Iy  laden 
with  an  unaromatic  cargo,  and  crowded  with 
a  motley  concourse  of  inelegant  passengers, 
who  had  separately  provided  themselves 
with  provender  for  the  period  they  expected 
to  be  on  board ;  he  relying  on  the  wallet  of 
the  captain,  whose  predilection  for  fish  and 
oily  beans,  as  staple  articles  of  food,  he  un- 
luckily was  not  aware  of  until  entirely  de- 
pendent upon  his  sea- store  for  daily  suste- 
nance. 

His  state  of  mind,  however,  fortunately 
kept  the  demands  of  the  inward  man  within 
very  moderate  bounds ;  and  the  varied  cha- 
racter of  his  fellow-travellers  afforded  him 
fruitful  contemplation.  Many  of  them  were 
Jews,  a  class  who  are  said  to  comprise  almost 
a  third  of  the  population  of  the  city  they 
were  returning  to,  after  a  sojourn  in  other 
parts.  Adverse  winds  and  a  tardy  sailer 
were  circumstances  well  adapted  to  test  the 
philosophy  of  one  bent  on  such  a  mission; 
but  Frederick  Gascoigne  bore  the  tedium 
and  delay  with  becoming  fortitude;  and  ere 
his  carrier  had  arrived  at  its  destination,  he 
had  gained  the  good  will  of  all  on  board  by 
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his  complaisant  manner,  and  excited  their 
admiration  by  rescuing  a  beautiful  young 
Jewess  from  drowning.  She  was  seated  one 
evening  at  nightfall,  by  the  side  of  her  father, 
on  the  bulwarks,  near  the  stern  of  the  vessel, 
when  a  rope,  pulled  suddenly  by  some  sailors, 
caught  her  foot,  and  toppled  her  overboard. 
No  cry  of  "  man  overboard "  resounded 
through  the  decks,  but  the  shrieks  of  her 
parent,  and  the  general  hubbub  and  cries  in 
mixed  languages,  aroused  the  meditative 
lieutenant  from  his  reclining  posture,  and 
in  the  next  instant  he  plunged  from  the 
gunwhale,  and  was  no  sooner  in  the  water 
than  the  shrill  sound  of  the  sinking  girl's 
call  for  help  directed  him  to  the  object  he 
hoped  to  deliver.  Being  a  noble  swimmer, 
he  did  not  hesitate  to  approach  her  without 
fear  of  being  overcome  by  the  embracing 
struggles  of  one  tenacious  of  life,  whose 
clingings  he  knew  would  render  his^task  dif- 
ficult in  the  extreme.  He  acted,  however, 
with  great  judgment  in  the  way  he  seized 
her,  and  retained  his  hold  until  a  boat  from 
the  brig  relieved  him  of  his  burdensome 
freight. 
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The  consciousness  of  having  been,  in  the 
hands  of  Providence,  the  instrument  of 
saving  a  female  from  so  unnatural  a  death 
was  in  itself  a  sufficient  requital  for  the  per- 
formance ;  but  he,  no  doubt,  felt  gratified  by 
the  general  expression  of  deep  praise  that 
greeted  liim  from  all  quarters  when  he  stood 
dripping  on  tlie  deck,  firmly  grasped  by  the 
grateful  Hebrew  whose  child  he  had  snatched 
from  the  waves. 

Arrived  at  Leghorn,  his  first  aim  was  to 
glean  what  information  he  could  at  the 
hotel  where  the  missing  ladies  had  tarried ; 
but  the  intelligence  he  was  able  to  acquire 
was  so  scanty,  as  to  cause  disappointment. 
In  examining  the  house-book,  he  saw  their 
names  in  the  handwriting  of  his  charmer; 
and  he  subsequently  ascertained  that  they 
had  gone  to  Florence;  but  this  was  all. 
Not  being  in  any  mood  for  the  least  un- 
necessary delay,  he  did  not  stay  even  long 
enough  to  bestow  any  attention  on  the  local 
attractions. 

He  travelled  as  rapidly  as  the  best  con- 
veyances at  his  command  would  allow,  and 
in  spite  of  his  abstraction  was  much  struck 
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with  the  rich,  picturesque,  fertile  appear- 
ance of  the  country  on  nearing  the  beautiful 
capital  of  Tuscany,  divided  by  the  shining 
Arno,  spanned  by  its  fine  ornamental  bridges. 
He  no  sooner  alighted  from  his  carriage 
at  the  Hotel  des  Armes  d'Angleterre,  than 
he  instituted  eager  inquiries,  which  a  host 
of  volunteer  informants  clamorously  essayed 
to  satisfy ;  and  one  of  the  group  affirming 
that  he  had  actually  escorted  the  persons 
minutely  described,  in  the  capacity  of  cou- 
rier, to  Lucerne,  he  was  at  once  engaged  on 
his  own  terms,  and  told  to  make  all  the 
necessary  preparations  for  immediate  de- 
parture. But  self-interest  told  him  this 
should  be  deferred  till  the  morrow ;  so  he 
framed  many  plausible  excuses  to  prove  that 
the  proposed  haste  was  impracticable,  and 
thus  convinced  his  employer  of  the  neces- 
sity of  remaining  where  he  was  the  best 
part  of  a  day.  This  was  dedicated  (as  his 
mind  was  now  somewhat  more  at  ease)  to 
inspecting  some  of  the  palaces  and  churches, 
proceeding  first  to  the  Palazzo  Yecchio,  the 
interior  of  which  he  thought  very  splendid, 
with  its  choice  marble  groupings  of  cele- 
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brated  classical  subjects,  some  executed  by 
the  matchless  Michael  Angelo.     The  Eoyal 
Gallery   then   supplied   him    with   several 
hours'   rumination,  as  he  slowly  traversed 
the   several    corridors,    containing    superb 
specimens   of  sculpture  in   great  variety; 
abundant  paintings,  bronzes,  mosaic  work, 
Egyptian  antiques,  Etruscan  vases,  &c.,  &c. 
He  afterwards  visited  some  of  the  principal 
Chiesas,  the  magnificent  internal  fittings  of 
which,  including  some  of  the  masterpieces 
of  the   most  eminent  artists,  highly  inte- 
rested him ;   and  he  gazed  with  much  ad- 
miration at  the   painted   ceilings,  frescos, 
bassi-relievi,  altars  adorned  with  valuable 
massive  silver  ornaments,  magnificent  mo- 
saic pavements,  porphyry  columns,  and  walls 
encrusted   with   variegated   marbles.      He 
went  to  the  Opera  in  the  evening,  and  the 
next    day  set  off  for  Milan,  travelling  en 
voiturin^    accompanied    by   the   individual 
who  undertook  to  conduct  him  to  the  pre- 
sence of  those  who  had  flown  away  so  mys- 
teriously.    His  cicerone,  who  possessed  all 
the  active  shrewdness  and  intelligence  of  his 
class,  did  not  fail  to  discover  that  his  officer 
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was  more  than  commonly  solicitous  about 
the  well-being  of  the  couple  he  was  in  quest 
of,  so  he  never  missed  an  opportunity  of 
enlarging  on  their  kindness  to  him  while  in 
their  service,  and  on  the  surpassing  loveli- 
ness of  Mademoiselle,  whom  he  affirmed 
quite  eclipsed  any  beauty  he  had  ever  set 
eyes  on,  either  in  Italy  or  elsewhere,  and  he 
had  wandered  over  many  countries,  an 
beheld  the  best  charms  they  produced.  This 
avowal  did  not  render  him  less  popular  with 
his  companion,  who  gave  him  credit  for  pos- 
sessing nice  powers  of  perception,  and  cor- 
rect judgment  and  taste. 

A  short  stoppage  at  Milan  sufficed  to 
arrange  matters  for  prosecuting  this  jour- 
ney, and  in  their  onward  progress  to  the 
Alpine  range,  when  skirting  the  Lago  Mag- 
giore,  Frederick  was  fairly  captivated  with 
its  fascinating  scenery,  as  he  beheld  its 
surrounding  characteristics  abounding  in 
all  the  endowments  of  nature  best  calcu- 
lated to  elicit  admiration;  vineyards  of 
exuberant  fruitfulness,  and  timber  of  ma- 
jestic growth  —  the  borders  of  the  lake 
dotted  with  groups  of  pretty  tenements,  and 
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sprinkled  with  beautiful  villas,  looking  on 
the  waters,  that  derive  increased  interest 
from  the  palace-clothed  islets  that  spot  the 
surface.  But  having  no  time  to  linger  here 
— on  hurries  the  ardent  lover,  becoming 
more  and  more  excitedly  impatient  as  he 
shortens  the  distance  that  divides  him  from 
the  fair  one  whose  form  is  ever  present  to 
his  imagination. 

The  frontier  of  Lombardy  is  crossed — 
Switzerland  entered,  and  only  twelve  leagues 
remain  to  be  traversed.  At  length,  Lucerne 
breaks  on  the  view :  Frederick  Gascoigne 
quivers,  the  courier  smiles,  the  horses, 
sensible  of  the  near  termination  of  their 
labours,  exert  their  remaining  strength, 
and  presently  the  journey's  ended. 

A  change  of  costume  is  quickly  effected 
— refreshment  ordered,  but  left  almost  un- 
touched— and,  with  a  throbbing  breast,  he 
steps  into  the  vehicle  that  is  to  whirl  him 
to  the  residence  of  the  fugitives.  A  few 
minutes  more,  and  his  foot  passes  over  the 
threshold  of  the  domicile  that  contains  his 
all  in  all:  the  valet  at  the  door-way,  in 
broken   English,    demands   his   card — he's 
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told  tlie  name's  superfluous,  his  intimacy 
needs  no  such  introduction,  and  he's  merely 
to  announce  that  a  most  particular  friend's 
the  visitor.  In  obedience  to  this  behest,  the 
usher,  after  conducting  him  to  a  spacious 
saloon,  repairs  to  the  sitting-room  of  his 
mistress  to  make  the  desired  announcement. 
Meanwhile,  an  agitating  tremor  pervades  the 
whole  frame  of  the  nervous  lover.  Pit-pat 
sounds  of  steps  descending  the  staircase  catch 
his  ear ;  he  springs  to  his  feet,  that  well  nigh 
refuse  to  support  him,  and,  with  expanded 
arms,  advances  to  the  door — it  opens  with 

a  jerk,  and  in  rushes  the  being,  who 

exclaims — "  Oh,  Charles  !"  and  at  the  same 
instant  stops  short  with  a  check,  throws 

back  her  body,  and sees  a  stranger ! 

His  arms  fall,  his  face  whitens,  his  limbs 
shake,  and  he's  transfixed  with  wonder. 
In  a  few  moments  a  grave  looking  matron 
enters  on  the  scene,  and  is  likewise  mute 
with  astonishment.  The  mistake  is  obvious 
— the  visitor  in  error,  (too  handsome  to  be 
dismissed  without  an  explanation)  is  urged 
to  be  seated,  and  reluctantly  yields  to  re- 
newed requests,  and  then  briefly  states  what 

VOL.  III.  G 
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brought  him  to  their  presence.  His  tale 
moves  one,  and  disappoints  the  other,  who, 
as  she  had  viewed  with  eyes  glistening  with 
keen  animation  one  apparently  formed  to 
kindle  love  in  others,  and  own  its  influence 
himself,  had  felt  a  palpitation,  and  con- 
ceived an  idea  of  penetrating  his  sensitive 
region.  Could  she  but  have  known  the  pain- 
fulness  of  its  convulsing  throes  at  that 
moment,  she  would  have  seen  how  com- 
pletely it  was  occupied  by  the  image  of, 
another  —  a  confession  his  livid  lips  after- 
Avards  disclosed. 

His  frankness,  polished  address,  and  pre- 
possessing exterior,  immediately  won  their 
sympathy  and  favour,  and  they  besought 
him  to  become  their  guest,  as  he  was  in  no 
frame  of  mind  to  remain  alone  at  an  hotel, 
a  prey  to  melancholy  reflections.  Feeling 
the  full  truth  of  this  notion,  he  assented, 
with  many  grateful  acknowledgments:  his 
luggage  was  sent  for,  and  then  he  ascer- 
tained that  his  entertainers  were  a  Lady 
Percival  and  her  niece,  Miss  Andover — 
and  the  young  lady  (whose  face  and  figure 
her  glass  told  her  thousands  might  covet) 
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accounted  to  him  for  her  interjection  of 
"  Oh,  Charles,"  by  saying  that  she  was 
expecting  her  brother  from  Munich,  and 
thought,  from  the  message  she  received,  that 
it  must  be  him.  Nothing  could  exceed  the 
commiserate  attentions  and  general  kind- 
ness of  Lady  Percival  to  her  accidental 
guest — and,  in  the  course  of  conversation, 
when  she  found  he  was  the  son  of  her  hus- 
band's old  friend.  Sir  Egbert  Gascoigne,  her 
cordiality  assumed  the  form  of  affectionate 
interest  and  regard,  and  she  anxiously 
busied  herself  doing  everything  she  fancied 
most  likely  to  conduce  to  his  peace  of  mind. 
She  likewise  assisted  him  zealously  in  his 
unremitting  endeavours  to  ascertain  if  those 
he  had  lost  had  been  at  Lucerne;  and  after 
multiplied  inquiries,  he  felt  assured  they 
had  not  visited  it  at  all.  This  information 
gained,  he  thought  of  retracing  his  steps  to 
Florence,  and  commencing  his  search  anew, 
as,  there,  he  might  be  able  to  glean  some 
positive  knowledge  of  the  route  they  took 
on  quitting  it.  But  he  was  dissuaded  from 
adopting  this  course,  as  fraught  with  the 
likelihood  of  fresh  trial  and  disappointment ; 
g2 


124  ARTHUFv  MONTAGUE;   Or., 

and  he  soon  afterwards  parted  from  his  feel- 
ing benefactress,  and  set  out  for  Genoa,  to 
embark  to  rejoin  his  vessel,  as  his  leave 
would  not  admit  of  a  much  longer  absence. 
He  did,  as  might  be  supposed,  upbraid  the 
courier  for  having  deceived  him  and  in- 
duced him  to  undertake  a  hopeless  pursuit ; 
but  the  reproached,  who  had  been  innocent 
of  the  least  wish  to  play  false,  showed  that 
he  had  not  misled  him  wilfully,  by  proving 
that  his  Mademoiselle  had  blue  eyes,  aqui- 
line nose,  brown  ringlets,  fair  complexion, 
such  as  the  other  was  said  to  own,  and  there- 
fore that  the  mistake  was  most  natural,  as 
the  resemblance  was  so  perfect.  This  logic 
quite  upset  the  case  against  him,  and  the 
similarity  of  name,  too,  was  admitted  to  be 
some  plea  for  the  misconception,  so  he  was 
retained  to  accompany  the  dejected  Frederick 
to  the  sea-coast. 

In  due  course  the  gloomy  traveller  passes 
through  Piedmont,  and  is  once  more  to  the 
southward  of  the  Apennines,  and  approach- 
ing the  stately  city  that  is  so  well  en- 
titled to  the  appellation  of  La  Superba, 
its  palazzos,  sacred  edifices,  and  principal 
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institutions,  being  Avroiight  of  marLle. 
These,  though  he  was  much  jaded,  he  vi- 
sited in  turn,  being  loth  to  quit  such  a 
locality  without  making  himself  acquainted 
with  its  noted  buildings,  full  of  the  richest 
evidences  of  the  skill  of  renowned  painters 
and  sculptors.  He  had  just  returned  from 
a  tour  in  the  environs,  and  over  the  im- 
posing fortifications,  when  a  fellow-  country- 
man, staying  at  the  same  hotel,  got  into 
conversation  with  him  at  the  table  d'hote, 
and  mentioned  having  just  arrived  from 
Florence.  This  was  too  good  an  opening 
to  let  slip ;  so  he  instantly  asked  if  he  had 
chanced  to  meet  any  people  of  the  name  of 
Anstruther  there? 

"Why,  no,"  replied  the  stranger;  "but 
I  have  a  distinct  recollection  of  a  young 
lady  of  that  name  dying  when  I  was  at 
Rome." 

Frederick  held  his  breath,  and  his  awe- 
struck countenance  revealed  his  state.  He 
leant  back  in  his  chair,  and  was  speechless. 
The  other,  after  awhile,  ventured  to  utter  a 
hope  that  she  was  not  a  relation.  Frederick 
Gascoi2:ne  shook  his  head,  but  forbore  to 
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intimate  how  dear  the  tie,  that  had  been  so 
rudely  snapped  by  the  unsparing  Fates. 
Then  he  mustered  up  resolution  to  put 
another  question,  the  response  to  which  con- 
firmed his  direst  alarms.  It  could  be  no  other 
than  his  angelic  Amelia !  She  had  fallen  a 
victim  to  fever,  caused  by  exposure  whilst 
sketching,  at  which  she  was  an  adept,  and 
her  disconsolate  mother  became  so  crazed 
by  agonizing  despair,  as  to  require  rigid 
watchfulness,  and  was  eventually  taken  to 
Civita  Yecchia,  and  from  thence  to  Eng- 
land. 

He  at  once  wrote  off  to  the  consul  at 
Eome,  begging  for  information,  and  the 
answer  to  his  anxious  inquiries  fully  con- 
iirmed  the  sad  intelligence  received  from 
the  stranger.  The  consul  expressed  him- 
self satisfied  that  the  young  lady,  whose 
death  had  caused  such  a  general  feeling  of 
regret  at  Rome,  must  be  her  lie  asked  about, 
as  she  was  an  only  child,  travelling  with  a 
widowed  mother. 

'^  Now,"  mentally  exclaimed  the  bereaved, 
"  the  world's  a  blank  to  me, — life's  hence- 
forth   an    intolerable    burden;    and   would 
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that  this  perishable  body  were  speedily 
consigned  to  the  silent  tomb,  to  mingle 
with  its  kindred  dust !  Aifection's  spring  is 
dry,  ambition's  power  is  gone,  friendship's 
influence  is  no  more!  I'm  already  dead 
to  this  world,  and,  alas !  I  fear,  unfitted  for 
a  bettei',  whither  the  spirit  of  that  beloved 
being  who's  enshrined  in  my  heart,  till  it 
ceases  to  beat,  has  prematurely  flitted  1" 

After  this  mute  soliloquy,  his  pervading 
sentiments  of  religion,  which  had  mo- 
mentarily been  neutralized  by  overwhelm- 
ing anguish,  resumed  their  wonted  sway, 
and  chided  his  desire  to  yield  up  his  being 
ere  the  will  of  his  Creator  called  him  to  his 
"  final  bourn."  He  then  pondered  with 
pious  resignation  on  his  irreparable  loss, 
but  could  not  but  deeply  feel  how  poten- 
tially it  would  afiect  his  dreary  future,  and 
how  inevitably  he  was  doomed  to  typify  a 
true  child  of  sorrow.  He  pictured  to  him- 
self the  ravings  of  the  afflicted  mother, 
robbed  of  her  only  hope,  and  he  resolved 
to  strive  his  utmost  to  assuage  the  poignant 
sufferings  of  her,  who  had  given  birth  to  the 
beloved  being  whom  he  had  fondly  antici- 
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pated  calling  by  the  sacred  name  of  wife ! 
Such  was  the  current  of  his  thoughts ;  and 
by  way  of  perpetuating  the  avowal  of  his 
undying  tribulation,  he  determined  to  erect 
a  handsome  monument  over  the  cold  corpse 
that  in  life  had  exercised  so  complete  an 
ascendancy  over  him. 

So  his  able  pencil  drew  out  a  design  he 
thought  appropriate ;  and,  on  reaching  Malta, 
he  gave  directions  for  the  preparation  of 
his  tribute.  This  token  was  a  costly  one, 
and  elaborately  executed. 

On  a  black  marble  bier,  lay  an  alabaster 
figure,  enveloped  in  a  shroud,  and  over-head 
hovered  an  eagle,  the  emblem  of  eternity. 
On  one  side  stood  an  of^gj  of  Faith,  with 
her  book  closed  ;  and  on  the  other,  a 
mourner  in  uniform,  with  head  uncovered, 
his  right  elbow  leaning  on  an  anchor,  the 
hand  concealing  the  face,  and  the  left  arm 
extended,  holding  forth  a  scroll,  on  which 
was  inscribed — 

'*  She  is  not  dead,  but  sleepeth.'* 
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CHAPTER  YIIT. 

My  love  for  my  profession  had  increased 
with  my  experience  of  it,  and  my  duties  in 
the  "fore-top"  and  daily  trips  in  the  "jolly- 
boat"  engrossed  my  entire  thoughts.  I  had 
always  received  regular  supplies  of  letters 
from  home;  but  I  had  not  requited  my 
fond  mother's  activity  as  a  correspondent,  by 
replying  to  her  epistles  with  "  punctuality 
and  dispatch." 

For  many  months  after  my  departure 
from  England,  she  continued  to  pour  forth 
her  unavailing  lamentations.  But  time, 
which  is  capable  of  blunting  the  sharpest 
edge  of  sorrow,  at  length  took  the  keen  edge 
off  hers,  and  her  complaints  were  not  so 
cutting  as  before.  Her  effusions,  however, 
contained  abundant  evidence  of  unabated 
maternal  love  and  ardent  anxiety  for  my 
return,  which  she,  by  degrees,  discovered  was 
G  o 
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likely  to  be  postponed  sine  die.  The  news 
of  my  first  promotion,  from  the  rank  of 
volunteer  of  the  first  class  to  that  of  rated 
midshipman,  which  I  communicated  with 
suitable  pride,  did  not  cause  her  the  exulta- 
tion it  should;  for  though  she  told  every- 
body the  intelligence,  and  expatiated  on  her 
"  darling  Arthur's  very  rapid  rise  in  his 
Majesty's  service,"  attributing  it  to  his  supe- 
rior qualities,  she  likewise  declared  she 
"  would  much  rather  have  him  at  home,  to 
hearing  of  his  acquiring  honours  and  dis- 
tinction." 

Mr.  Oswald  had  pointed  out  to  her  the 
incorrectness  of  this  sentiment,  but  she 
frankly  acknowledged  that  that  really  washer 
opinion,  and  if  it  was  wrong  she  "couldn't 
help  it." 

I  and  Charley  Dickson  became  great 
iriends,  and  his  spirits  had  not  been  affected 
by  the  receipt  of  the  subjoined  paternal  com- 
munication. 

«'  Holly  Cottage,  Flint. 

''  Charles  Dickson, 

"  Your  heartless  letter,  written  in 
a  tone  of  levity  that  proves  your  total  want 
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of  consideration  for  our  feelings,  renders  it 
incumbent  on  me  to  inform  you  that  we  can 
no  longer  consider  you  entitled  to  share  our 
parental  affections;  for  a  son  who  can  be- 
have towards  those,  to  whom  he  is  indebted 
for  so  much  besides  his  birth,  in  the  way  you 
have  acted  towards  us,  must  be  totally  des- 
titute of  right  filial  feelings,  and  therefore 
unworthy  of  the  love  of  his  family.  The 
first  letter  you  pen,  after  leaving  home,  in- 
stead of  its  containing  some  suitable  expres- 
sions of  gratitude  to  your  father  and  mother 
for  all  they  had  done  for  you,  is  filled  up  with 
complaints,  and  finishes  with  the  announce- 
ment of  a  determination  to  end  life  to  escape 
further  trials.  I  will  not  animadvert  on 
the  sinfulness  of  the  step  you  purposed  adopt- 
ing, for  I  am  convinced  you  are  not  capable 
of  appreciating  counsel. 

"  We  naturally  concluded  you  would  never 
have  written  as  you  did  unless  your  resolve 
was  fixed  and  immutable,  and  consequently 
we  conceived  you  had  long  since  ceased  to 
exist.  What,  then,  was  our  astonishment  on 
seeing  your  handwriting,  and  what  our  in- 
dignation on  reading  the  contents  of  your 
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impudent  letter.  We  had  no  difficulty  in 
deciding  what  course  we  ought  to  pursue, 
and  at  once  came  to  the  determination  to 
make  you  sensible  of  your  gross  misconduct, 
by  denying  you  any  further  participation 
in  the  indulgent  kindness  bestowed  on  the 
rest  of  our  offspring. 

"  This  I  make  known  to  you,  and  at  the 
same  time  I  distinctly  desire  you  to  under- 
stand that  you  are  on  no  account  to  venture 
to  draw  upon  me  for  money  in  the  way  you 
speak  of.  If  I  find,  after  ample  inquiry,  that  I 
must,  of  necessity,  furnish  you  with  some  pe- 
cuniary assistance,  it  is  possible  I  may  be  in- 
duced to  send  you  from  fifteen  to  twenty 
pounds  per  annum,  which,  with  the  fifteen 
pounds  you  now  receive  as  government  pay, 
will  be  adequate  to  enable  you  to  meet  all  in- 
dispensable expenses.  But,  remember,  this 
aid,  of  which  you  are  in  every  way  so  unde- 
serving, will  only  be  afforded  until  your  pay 
increases  to  thirty  pounds  per  annum,  which 
I  hear  it  will  do  in  the  course  of  a  year  or 
so,  when  I  shall  immediately  leave  off  giving 
you  any  kind  of  an  allowance :  and,  more- 
over, I  deem  it  right  to  let  you  know,  that 
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what  tempts  me  to  do  this,  after  all  I  have 
spent  upon  your  equipment,  is  the  informa- 
tion I  have  gleaned,  that  by-and-bye  your 
pay  will  be  more  than  sufficient  to  support 
yourself  and  purchase  future  outfits ;  and  I 
am  perfectly  startled  to  hear  of  the  number- 
less and  apparently  extravagant  demands 
midshipmen  are  subject  to  in  his  Majesty's 
navy,  so  contrary  to  my  anticipations. 

"  You  will  make  your  captain  aware  of 
the  instructions  I  now  send  you  for  your 
guidance,  in  order  that  he  may  perceive 
wliat  my  intentions  are,  and  until  I  am  con- 
vinced of  your  thorough  reformation,  and  of 
your  being  impressed  with  a  due  sense  of 
your  obligations  and  your  duties  to  your 
parents,  I  shall  not  again  style  myself  any- 
thing but  simply 

^'  Your  father, 

"  Peter  Dickson." 

The  entrance  into  the  "inner  anchorage" 
at  Tripoli,  on  the  Barbary  coast,  being 
through  a  narrow  channel,  shallow  and 
rocky,  vessels  of  a  frigate's  tonnage  seldom 
go  inside,  but  remain    in   the   roadstead. 
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It  being  desirable,  however,  that  the  Feli- 
city should  occupy  a  position  close  to  the 
town,  as  she  had  proceeded  thither  to  de- 
mand from  the  pacha  the  payment  of  a 
considerable  sum  due  to  British  subjects, 
(Maltese  merchants  and  traders,)  the  pas- 
sage was  marked  by  buoys,  and  in  sailed 
slowly  the  threatening  new-comer,  whose 
appearance  made  the  creditor  very  uneasy ; 
and  whilst  he  stood  on  the  parapet  of  his 
castellated  palace,  watching  the  warlike 
vessel's  approach,  he  anxiously  asked  his 
chief  pilot  if  the  rocks  would  not  arrest 
her  advance,  and  was,  according  to  Eastern 
etiquette,  answered  in  the  affirmative ;  but 
alas!  the  unprophetic  Palinurus's  predic- 
tions were  falsified — the  frigate  approached 
nearer  and  nearer,  and  then  splash  went 
the  anchor,  the  assurance  of  her  safety. 
The  trembling  soothsayer,  foreseeing  his 
fate,  fell  upon  his  knees,  and  supplicated 
forgiveness  with  all  the  earnestness  an 
Oriental  can  put  into  an  appeal.  He 
pleaded,  though,  in  vain,  and  the  soles  of 
his  feet  soon  suffered  for  the  imperfection 
of  his  judgment. 
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The  ruling  Pacha  was  said  to  have 
usurped  the  pachalic,  to  the  exclusion  of 
a  relative  of  superior  pretensions  to  the 
dignity,  and  his  kinsman  soon  organized 
a  considerable  band  of  followers,  and  came 
to  besiege  the  place  he  was  entitled  to. 
His  Arab  levies  were  serving  him  from 
sheer  love  of  fair  play,  and  a  very  fine 
athletic  set  they  were ;  but  their  mode  of 
bombardment  was  not  according  to  any 
orthodox  system  of  modern  warfare,  nor 
was  their  firing  as  effective  as  that  of 
H.M.S.  Excellent.  Two  forts  at  some  little 
distance  from  the  town  fell  into  their  hands, 
and  they  constructed  another  of  sand-bags, 
facing  the  principal  gate. 

Shots  were  frequently  interchanged  be- 
tween the  belligerents,  but  their  conse- 
quences did  not  seem  to  promise  an  early 
settlement  of  the  disputed  inheritance. 
Smart  sorties,  however,  often  took  place, 
when  the  townspeople  needed  fodder  for 
their  horses ;  and  now  and  then  there  would 
be  a  spirited  dash  of  the  cavalry,  very  inter* 
esting  to  the  naval  spectators,  whose  proxi- 
mity to  the  shore  enabled  them,  through 
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their  spy-glasses,  to  observe  exactly  the 
loss  on  either  side. 

Sometimes  the  "  inside  party"  would  en- 
deavour to  surprise  their  adversaries  in 
their  nearest  battery,  about  mid-day,  when 
they  were  supposed  to  be  less  wakeful  than 
at  other  times,  and  not  unfrequently  did 
the  venturous,  suddenly  emerging  from  the 
town,  gallop  across  the  sandy  space  that 
separated  them  from  their  foes,  and  return 
the  gainers  of  a  head  or  two;  but  occa- 
sionally they  were  severe  sufferers  by  the 
experiment,  for  the  enemy,  feigning  sleep, 
after  luring  them  on  received  them  with  a 
murderous  salute  of  grape  and  canister. 

During  the  ordinary  infantry  sorties,  the 
tactics  were  to  keep  as  much  as  possible 
behind  the  sundry  intervening  sand-banks, 
from  the  shelter  of  which  each  party  would 
aim  at  a  fellow-Mussulman's  caputs  and 
then  bob  down  to  reload;  and  the  signs  of 
success  were  the  distances  advanced  or 
driven  back.  Now  and  then  a  batch  of 
zealots  would  rush  from  their  screens,  and 
gain  a  nearer  position ;  and  now  a  body  of 
the   too-adventurous   would   be   forced    to 
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retreat.  The  result  of  the  afternoon's  work 
was  a  certain  loss  to  both;  but  a  dozen  or 
a  score  of  casualties  we  considered  to  be  an 
average  yield.  Though  we  were  imagined 
to  be  neutrals,  w^e  did  not  altogether  enact 
that  part,  as  our  inclinations  leant  towards 
the  "outside  party,"  who,  for  humanity's 
sake,  were  attended  by  the  surgeon,  avIio 
found  plenty  of  work  for  his  amputating 
knife;  but  at  first  he  experienced  great 
difficulty  in  persuading  the  disciples  of 
Mahomet  to  allow  him  to  operate  on  them, 
as  they  seemed  more  disposed  to  trust  to 
chance  for  their  cure  than  to  his  proffered 
services. 

These  scruples  were,  however,  by  degrees 
overcome,  and  the  ship's  carpenters  had 
plenty  to  do  making  wooden  legs  and 
crutches.  One  day  an  Arab  chief,  whose 
arm  it  was  necessary  to  amputate  to  save 
his  life,  evinced  determined  opposition  to 
the  proposal,  and  seized  the  meagre  tuft  on 
his  head,  to  signify  that  it  was  better  to  be 
pulled  up  to  Heaven  by  that,  than  to  be 
heW'Cd  by  the  knife  the  surgeon  had  pre- 
pared to  dismember  the  wounded  limb. 
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At  last  he  submitted  to  the  suggestions 
of  his  friends  around  him ;  and  so  surprised 
Avas  he  at  the  shortness  of  the  operation, 
that  when  he  saw  his  lost  member  in  the 
hands  of  one  of  his  attendants,  who  held  it 
up  with  a  yell  of  joy,  he  exclaimed — 
"Mashallah!"  and  would  have  embraced 
his  benefactor  before  the  bleeding  stump 
was  bound  up,  had  he  been  allowed  to 
do  so. 

Sad  were  the  sufferings  of  these  poor 
victims  of  the  empirical  treatment  of  their 
ignorant  soi-disant  doctors.  In  some  cases, 
where  a  musket-ball  was  lodged  in  the  arm 
or  leg  of  a  wounded  wight,  he  was  found 
fancying  that  the  woollen  plug,  soaked  in 
oil,  that  his  ^sculapius  had  inserted  in  the 
hole  made  by  the  ball,  was  all  that  was 
required  to  effect  eventual  cure,  and  that 
the  piece  of  lead  might  remain  where  it 
was.  Others,  who  had  received  various 
sorts  of  wounds,  had  merely  had  hot  butter 
applied  to  the  injured  parts.  An  observer 
could  not  fail  to  admire  the  fortitude  of 
these  gallant  fellows,  whose  endurance  of 
pain  was  quite  extraordinary, — bearing  th 
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most  excruciating  agony,  arising  from 
lacerations  of  flesh,  that  one  could  scarcely 
see  without  a  sickening  sensation,  with  the 
most  wonderful  calmness  and  resignation, 
merely  uttering,  in  reply  to  compassionate 
inquiries,  the  oft -used  words  —  "Allah 
Kerim !     Allah  Kerim !"   God  is  great. 

The  knowledge  of  medical  science,  that, 
only  a  few  short  centuries  ago,  the  Arabs 
were  the  principal  masters  of,  has  gone  to 
other  hands,  and  left  them  benighted ;  and 
their  practice  and  their  nostrums  are  not 
the  best  calculated  in  the  world  to  prolong 
life.  Instead  of  consulting  chirurgical 
treatises,  they  consider  the  Koran  is  the 
best  panacea  for  human  ailments;  for 
though  it  does  not  enter  into  the  manage- 
ment of  diseases,  it  prescribes  very  fully 
for  future  immunity  from  trouble — explain- 
ing how  the  seven- storied  hell  is  to  be 
avoided,  and  how  the  faithful  can  contrive 
to  insure  themselves  exquisite  felicity  in 
the  promised  paradise,  the  ground  of  which 
is  made  of  flour,  the  rivers  flowing  with 
honey,  milk,  or  wine,  and  the  ravishing 
Houris  delightfully  odoriferous,  formed   of 
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pungent  musk.  These  fragrant  beauties 
are  the  chief  rewards  the  considerate  pro- 
phet bestows  on  his  obedient  worshippers, 
to  whom  he  has  bequeathed  this  most  con- 
soling volume. 

Month  after  month  hostilities  continued, 
without  any  apparent  prospect  of  an  ap- 
proach to  a  conclusion.  Eeports  were  rife, 
that  some  mortars  were  coming  from  some 
quarter  for  the  use  of  the  besiegers,  but  no 
such  effective  pieces  of  ordnance  ever  ap- 
peared, and  we  grew  weary  of  the  con- 
tinuance of  what  at  first  had  greatly  excited 
us.  Though  forbidden  to  manifest  any 
open  preference  for  their  favourites,  "  the 
outside  party,"  the  mids  could  not  always 
resist  the  temptation  held  out  to  them  to 
enter  the  forts,  and  fire  a  shot  or  two 
at  any  conspicuous  object  on  the  walls 
of  the  town,  especially  if  it  looked  like  a 
French  ofiicer  from  the  corvette  in  the 
harbour,  which  certainly  favoured  the  be- 
sieged. Upon  one  occasion,  a  gang  of  us 
were  thus  employed  as  amateur  artillerists, 
when  a  succession  of  well-directed  shot  from 
the  foe  admonished  us  of  our  imprudence, 
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and  nearly  smothered  us  with  the  sand 
thrown  up  around.  Having  a  strong 
opinion  of  the  force  and  efficacy  of  example, 
we  did  not  immediately  decamp,  but  dis- 
charged every  gun  at  our  command  with 
some  effect,  much  to  the  delight  of  the 
applauding  Arabs,  who  waved  their  bur- 
nooses,  and  shouted  forth  defiance.  After 
this  we  departed,  not  quite  sure  of  being 
overburdened  with  sense. 

Great  interest  was  attached  to  the  rumours 
that  reached  the  ship  from  time  to  time  of 
any  success  gained  by  the  befriended  side 
over  their  enemies,  along  the  coast,  where 
pitched  fights  sometimes  took  place;  and 
the  tidings  that  a  large  body  of  troops  from 
the  town  had  been  signally  defeated  to  the 
westward  afforded  much  satisfaction,  which 
was  afterwards  dispelled  on  the  arrival  of 
intelligence  that  the  victory  had  been  the 
other  way;  and  this  statement  seemed 
worthy  of  credence,  for  presently  a  salute 
was  fired  from  the  town,  and  a  number  of 
gun-boats  suddenly  appeared  rounding  the 
point.  These  were  freighted  with  human 
heads,  that  were  packed  in  large  nets ;  and 


142  ARTHUR  MONTAGUE;   OR, 

when  these  were  hoisted  out,  and  their 
contents  strewed  about  the  jetty,  amidst  a 
joyous  multitude,  general  were  the  vehement 
vociferations  of  exultance.  The  welcome 
cargo  was  then  distributed  amongst  those 
selected  to  convey  the  trophies  to  the  pre- 
sence of  the  anxious  pacha.  Children  of 
both  sexes  and  of  all  ages  assisted  in  re- 
moving them,  holding  the  bloody  heads 
(many  with  grey  tufts)  upon  their  own, 
or  carrying  them  by  their  sides,  by  slits 
cut  in  the  ears.  Thus  were  they  borne  to 
the  battlements,  where  they  were  ranged 
along,  suspended  from  poles,  to  exhibit 
them  to  the  best  advantage  to  the  be- 
siegers. 

Ere  many  minutes,  they  were  all  exposed 
to  view,  and  the  townspeople  flocked  to  the 
point  of  attraction,  to  feast  their  eyes  on 
the  pleasing  objects. 

But  lo !  one  more  curious  than  the  rest, 
on  scrutinizing  the  features  that  arrested 
his  observation,  suddenly  uttered  an  excla- 
mation of  horror  and  surprise,  and  then 
announced  the  undeniable  fact  of  his  seeing 
before  him  the  head  of  his  brother ! 


AN  ONLY  SON  AT  SEA.  143 

Immediately  afterwards,  this  dismayed 
and  afflicted  individual  was  mourning  in 
silence,  imprisoned  in  a  dungeon ;  and  then 
it  transpired,  that  most  of  the  imagined 
trophies  belonged  to  the  ^'  outside  party," 
being  the  heads  of  the  comrades  of  the 
gentry  who  were  now  displaying  them  so 
joyfully,  they  having  been  recaptured  from 
the  enemy  by  stratagem  at  night,  and  sent 
off  forthwith  to  the  expectant  Tripolitans, 
to  swell  the  amount  of  acceptable  proofs  of 
victory. 

Tripoli  contains  but  one  striking  ancient 
relic,  a  triumphal  arch,  at  the  sea  entrance 
to  the  town,  erected  to  Marcus  Aurelius  and 
Lucius  Yerus.  It  is  worthy  of  much  admi- 
ration, both  from  its  great  antiquity  and 
intrinsic  beauty,  its  architecture  being  very 
fine,  and  sculptural  embellishments  of  the 
highest  order.  I  noticed  the  mutilation  of 
the  faces  of  the  immense  figures  on  the  ex- 
terior,  and,  on  inquiry,  discovered  it  was  the 
work  of  superstition  of  Jews  and  Muslims 
of  yore,  inimical  to  the  bare  semblance  of 
graven  images.  All  on  board  were  now 
longing  to  get  away ;  the  town  offered  no 
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attractions  and  was  seldom  visited,  and  had  it 
not  been  for  a  little  sport  amongst  wild  game, 
at  some  little  distance  from  the  position  oc- 
cupied by  the  besiegers,  so  protracted  a  stay 
in  so  uninviting  a  locality  would  have  been 
deemed  irksome.  But  landing  at  all  was 
often  impracticable,  owing  to  the  violence  of 
the  surf  that  broke  along  the  rocky  shore 
after  stormy  weather,  that  was  very  preva- 
lent at  that  season ;  and  so  shallow  was  the 
water,  that,  during  heavy  gales,  when  rolling 
swells  set  in  from  seaward  and  the  vessel 
pitched  deep,  there  were  but  few  feet  be- 
tween her  keel  and  the  hard  bottom. 

She  was,  however,  well  secured  with  three 
anchors  a-head,  the  sheet  having  been  car- 
ried out  under  the  launch  to  the  spot  where 
it  was  desirable  to  drop  it,  according  to  the 
admirable  plan  of  Captain,  now  Admiral, 
Elliot,  who  likewise  introduced  the  valuable 
mode  of  uniting  hemp  and  chain  cables,  and 
other  inventions,  and  who  has  since  proved 
himself,  by  the  undoubted  superiority  of  the 
vessels  he  has  produced,  a  naval  architect  of 
first-rate  acumen  and  ability. 

Our  strolls  often  extended  to  the  borders 
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of  tlie  Desert,  where  sometimes  vv-e  witnessed 
the  expert  horsemanship  and  wonderful 
equestrian  feats  of  the  fine  agile,  fierce, 
daring-looking  Arabs,  sliouting  and  tlirow- 
ing  the  jereed,  watched  and  applauded  l)y 
their  mounted  companions,  with  their  flow- 
ing burnooses,  bright  head  gear,  feathere;! 
lances,  and  long  muskets  slung  across  tlie 
back  —  good  pictures  of  the  sand-loving, 
light-limbed,  swarthy,  warring,  pillaging 
race,  proud  of  their  ancestry,  and  pre- 
ferring the  trackless  wildei'ness  to  tlie 
thronging  city  with  its  showy  concourse, 
luxurious  habitations  iind  gay  pursuits,  all 
of  which  he  accounts  unworthy  of  the  love 
of  the  unaltered  descendants  of  thos^e  who 
placed  Zenobia  on  her  desert  throne. 

The  features  of  the  country  about  the 
suburbs  of  Tripoli  are  not  such  as  to  excite 
much  notice,  and,  but  for  the  picturesque, 
tall,  graceful  date-trees,  the  eye  would  find 
nought  to  rest  upon  to  gratify  the  sight. 
Their  loftiness,  and  the  distance  from  the 
ground  at  which  they  throw  forth  their 
foliage,  an  altitude  of  perhaps  ninety  feet, 
renders  it  a  task  of  some  difficulty  for  the 

VOL-  III.  n 


146  ARTHUR  MONTAGUE ;   OR, 

adroit  climbers  who  ascend  to  obtain  the 
exuding  juice,  that  when  fermented  serves 
to  exhilarate  its  drinkers,  interdicted  by  Ma- 
homet from  imbibing  inebriating  spirituous 
potations,  to  reach  their  goal.  Oft  would  we 
pronounce  an  opinion  upon  this  substitute 
for  a  stronger  fluid,  after  watching  the  agility 
of  the  bare-legged  wight,  mounting  to  his 
post  by  means  of  the  hoop  or  belt,  en- 
circling the  waist  and  tree,  and  jerked  up- 
wards dexterously  a  few  feet  at  a  time,  till 
the  required  position  is  gained. 

Quite  unexpectedly  orders  arrived  to  quit 
Tripoli  for  Tunis,  and  all  enjoyed  the  pros- 
pect of  soon  wandering  o'er  the  site  of  Dido's 
city;  and,  wdien  subsequently  treading  the 
ground  v/here  had  stood  the  tenements  of 
the  warlike  Carthaginians,  now  a  wide  soli- 
tary -waste,  strewed  only  wnth  far-scattered 
evidences  of  the  once  proud  position  of 
Home's  rival,  the  seat  of  splendour,  opu- 
lence and  power,  how  swiftly  did  one's 
thoughts  fly  over  the  chequered  fortunes  of 
renowned  Carthage,  from  the  transcendent 
triumplis  of  Hannibal  to  the  devastating 
victory  of  Scipio,  completing  her  destruction. 
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Ideas  arose  of  the  awful  conflagration  of 
the  mighty  capital,  and  the  lieroism  of  the 
glorious  wife  of  Asdrubal,  preferring  immo- 
lation in  the  flames  to  surviving  its  annihi- 
lation, a  splendid  example  of  that  astonish- 
ing trait  in  the  female  character,  that  enables 
woman  to  exchange  her  softness  of  spirit  for 
more  than  masculine  fortitude  in  the  hour 
of  appalling  peril  and  the  moment  of  ago- 
nizing despair. 

From  Tunis  we  sailed  for  Syracuse,  so 
oft  invaded  by  legions  from  Carthage, 
and  on  arrival  there  Stuart  said  to  me, 
as  we  stood  together  on  the  signal  locker, 
looking  towards  the  shore,  "  This,  then, 
is  Syracusa,  and  here's  what  remains  (little 
save  the  name  forsooth),  of  renowned 
Syracusa,  that  once  could  boast  of  its 
fleet  of  five  hundred  thousand  sail,  and 
its  army  of  more  than  one  hundred 
thousand  troops.  Only  fancy  what  a  potent 
array !  It  was  here,  you'll  remember,  that 
the  Athenians  were  so  signally  worsted, 
owing  to  their  disregard  of  the  predictions 
of  the  far-seeing  Socrates ;  a  most  disastrous 
defeat,  in  which  both  their  valiant  leaders, 
h2 
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Nicias  and  Demostbenes,  were  slain,  and 
Avliicli  was  fraught  with  irreparable  injury 
to  the  navy,  glory,  and  even  empire  of  the 
erring  Republic,  whose  resentment  towards 
the  Syracusans  proved  so  fatal  to  them- 
selves. Here,  you  of  course  know,  was 
born  that  genius  of  a  geometrician,  Archi- 
medes, who,  though  not  very  modest  in 
some  of  his  professions,  has  earned  the  ad- 
miration and  praises  of  posterity  by  the 
works  he  did  accomplish, — his  end  whilst 
solving  a  problem,  clearly  indicating  what 
his  hobby  was.  This,  too,  was  the  birth- 
place of  Theocritus,  and  Sicily,  you  know, 
has  produced  many  notable  celebrities;  and 
you  cannot  have  forgotten  tlie  fateof  Empe- 
docles,  who  finished  his  philosophical  pur- 
suits in  the  crater  of  Mount  ^Etna." 

"  By-the-by,  talking  of  J^tna,  do  you 
think  we  shall  go  to  Catania,  and  have  an 
opportunity  of  ascending  the  mountain?" 
said  L 

"  No,"  he  answered,  "  there's  no  chance 
of  it;  and  I'm  sure  I  shan't  be  disappointed, 
for  I  think  there's  more  labour  than  profit 
in  the  job — toiling  up  a  mountain  between 
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three  and  four  tliousaiul  foot  in  perpen- 
dicular height,  just  for  the  sake  of  having 
a  fine  view,  and  seeing  the  sim  rise  behind 
the  CahiLrian  mountains — a  sight  for  which 
Adrian  undertook  the  laborious  ascent,  and 
which  attracted  Plato  to  Sicily.  I  trust 
both  of  them  were  amply  rewarded  for  their 
enthusiasm,  but  for  my  part  I  confess  I 
much  prefer  the  pleasant  prospect  of  having 
a  crack  at  the  game  so  abundant  on  shore 
here." 

Soon  after  this  dialogue  we  were  on  our 
way  to  terra  firma.  First  our  party,  for 
there  were  several  of  us  together,  visited 
the  cathedral,  formerly  a  temple  conse- 
crated to  that  popular  deity  Minerva,  prior 
to  the  seventh  century.  Then  we  surveyed 
the  Fountain  of  Arethusa,  so  famed  in 
mythology ;  and  as  we  beheld  the  small 
dirty  pool  and  the  inelegant  figures  of 
sundry  washerwomen  plying  their  vocation 
therein,  certainly  not  exact  impersonations 
of  the  nymph  Diana,  so  singularly  trans- 
formed, general  was  the  laugh, — and  many 
the  remarks.  By  degrees  we  examined  tlie 
different  ruins  of  this  once  celebrated  city. 
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that  comprised  a  circuit  of  more  than  twenty 
miles,  and  the  distance  apart  of  those  that 
are  still  to  be  seen  clearly  attests  the  ex- 
tent of  Pentapolis.  A  solitary  column  here 
shows  where  the  temple  of  Ceres  and  Pro- 
serpine stood,  two  pillars  in  another  direc- 
tion, on  the  margin  of  the  Anapus,  (dwin- 
dled down  to  a  paltry  stream,  but  still 
yielding  plentiful  Papyri,)  are  the  sole 
representatives  of  the  once  vast  temple  of 
Olympian  Jove.  Then  we  came  to  the 
Ear  of  Dionysius,  hewn  out  of  the  side  of  a 
stony  precipice,  and  some  way  up  is  the 
aperture  wherein  the  consummate  tyrant 
was  wont  to  sit,  intent  on  overhearing  the 
conversations  of  his  state  prisoners — the 
individual  who  vindicated  his  spoliation  of 
the  golden  robe  of  the  statue  of  Jupiter, 
and  the  beard  of  gold  of  iEsculapius,  on 
the  laughable  plea  of  one  not  needing  such 
a  garment,  and  the  other  being  quite  out  of 
character  as  the  descendant  of  Apollo,  with 
so  rough  a  chin. 

Subsequently  we  visited  the  tomb  of 
Archimedes,  then  inspected  the  extensive 
catacombs,   next   the   residue  of  the   once 
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famous  Theatre  and  Amphitheatre;  after- 
wards we  proceeded  to  view  the  column 
commemorative  of  the  grand  victory  of 
Marcellus,  and,  in  due  course,  every  object 
worthy  of  observation  received  a  due  share 
of  notice. 

The  next  day  we  were  sailing  through 
the  Faro  Straits,  the  harbour  of  Messina 
on  one  hand,  with  its  terror  of  a  whirlpool 
in  the  shape  of  a  circling  eddy,  and  on  the 
other  the  much-dreaded  ScylLa,  in  the  form 
of  a  very  sightly  rock, — the  two  appalling 
perils  that  so  fired  the  imaginations  of 
Homer  and  Virgil,  and  that  Ovid  and 
others  so  alarmingly  depicted.  The  modern 
view  of  this  misrepresented  locality  some- 
what serves  to  make  some  amends  for  the 
exaggerations  of  ancient  bards,  as  one  scans 
the  hilly  scenery  on  the  Italian  main,  and 
then  looks  at  the  verdancy  and  beauty  of 
the  base  and  rising  heights  of  iEtna,  rearing 
its  fleecy  head  ten  thousand  feet  above  the 
level  of  the  sea.  Leaving  Sicily  behind, 
the  frigate  flies  onwards  towards  I^aples,  as 
if  as  anxious  as  those  on  board  to  reach 
that  charming  region;    and  who  can  say 
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tluit  pen  or  brush  has  been  too  [jartial  in 
delineating  the  matchless  spot,  wlien  is 
viewed  the  enrapturing  scene  around? 

The  striking  characteristics  of  the  city 
and  its  green  eminences — to  the  right  the 
curved  beach,  backed  by  Portici,  and  smok- 
ing Vesuvius  beyond;  in  the  further  depth 
of  the  deep  Ijhie  bay,  Sorrento  and  Castella- 
mare  sparkling  in  the  meridian  sunshine, 
and  surrounded  by  luxuriant  foliage. 

To  seaward,  Procida  and  Ischia,  of  vol- 
canic origin,  and  remarkable  fecundity, 
partly  inhabited  by  thriving  fishermen, 
whose  fjiir  spouses,  enrobed  in  the  elegant 
and  becoming  costume  of  Greece,  seem  occu- 
pying a  land  not  their  own. 

On  the  left,  Capri,  so  oft  frequented  by 
Augustus  and  Tiberius,  and  where  the 
hitter  vrrote  those  "  verbose,  turgid  epistles'' 
alhided  to  by  the  satirical  Persius,  rises 
sternly,  with  its  lava  sides,  from  out  the 
w^aters  where  stands  the  noted  lofty  rock,  off 
^vhich  the  victims  of  Tiberius  w^ere  forced 
to  precipitate  themselves  after  the  endur- 
ance of  superlative  torments.  Verily,  the 
barbarous  pastimes  of  those  refined  tyrants, 
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Tiberius,  Caligula,  Nero,  and  others,  would 
suffice  to  render  tlie  very  name  of  Eoraan 
emperor  loathsome  and  abhorrent,  had  not 
Augustus,  Titus,  Trajan,  and  Antoninus, 
redeemed  the  title  from  absolute  degrada- 
tion by  their  conspicuous  virtues  and  bene- 
ficent sways. 

With  delightful  amazement,  we  visited 
the  disentombed  cities,  that  for  nearly  seven- 
teen centuries  remained  hidden  from  sight, 
and  whose  exhumed  contents,  now  filling  a 
museum,  startle  by  their  frequent  similarity 
in  form  and  utility  to  utensils  in  common 
use  in  the  present  day,  thus  establishing  a 
relationship  between  the  manuflictures  of  a 
period  but  little  posterior  to  the  time  of 
Christ,  and  the  latest  works  of  the  same 
nature  now.  Interesting  indeed  is  the  rare 
collection  in  the  said  repository.  Specimens 
of  the  artistical  imaginings  of  primitive 
painters,  retaining  their  pristine  vivid  co- 
louring in  fresco;  elaborately-executed  re- 
presentations, in  tesselated  work,  of  battles, 
beasts,  and  human  being;  statuary  of  ex- 
quisite merit;  antiquities  in  great  variety, 
in  marble,  metal,  and  pottery. 
II  3 
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With  deep  interest,  too,  we  ascended  the 
destructive  mountain,  and  wandered  round 
the  margin  of  its  capacious  crater,  looking 
into  the  angry  chasms  from  whence  had  been 
vomited  the  flaming  molten  lava,  burning 
cinders,  and  sulphureous  ashes,  that  had 
buried  the  doomed  Herculaneum  and  Pom- 
peii, without  giving  their  luxurious  and 
licentious  inhabitants  timely  warning  of 
their  ftite. 

At  other  times,  different  spots,  exciting 
classic  reminiscences,  were  explored:  the 
tomb  of  the  Mantuan  bard;  the  villa  of 
Marcus  Brutus;  that  of  Ccesar,  where  the 
ambitious  conqueror  of  nations,  in  the 
zenith  of  his  brilliant  fame,  when  receiving 
the  adulation  of  his  obsequious  subjects,  was 
no  doubt  wont  to  reflect  on  the  glorious  vic- 
tories he  had  achieved,  comparing  them,  per* 
haps,  with  the  successes  of  Alexander,  his 
exemplar ;  Cicero's,  where  that  eminent 
orator  probably  imbibed  many  a  goblet  of 
choice  wine,  brought  from  his  well-stocked 
wine-cellar,  which  is  the  only  portion  of  his 
suburban  retreat  still  existing,  serving  to 
remind  one  of  Koman  predilections  in  that 
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day ;  that  of  Lucullus,  where,  most  likely, 
that  noted  lover  of  luxury  often  pondered 
on  the  fittest  means  of  enjoyment;  that  of 
the  infamous  Nero,  where  that  execrable 
tyrant  of  course  devised  many  a  scheme  of 
unequalled  cruelty ;  that  of  the  warlike 
but  unsparing  Marius,  whose  lot  it  was  to 
experience  the  trying  extremes  of  adversity 
and  good  fortune. 

At  Pozzuoli  we  surveyed  the  spacious 
ruins  of  the  once  superb  Temple  of  the  Sun, 
entombed  for  many  centuries,  which,  when 
excavated  a  century  since,  exhibited  the 
original  edifice  almost  in  an  entire  state. 
But  all  it  possessed  once,  the  fervent  pride  of 
its  zealous  priests,  and  the  veneration  of  its 
pious  frequenters,  have  been  borne  away  in 
consonance  with  the  usual  bad  taste,  that 
will  not  sufier  the  tokens  transmitted  to  us 
of  the  genius  and  greatness  of  bygone  ages 
to  remain  where  they  are  discovered.  Yes ! 
what  even  the  ruthless  ravager,  Time,  sees 
fit  to  spare,  to  denote  the  character  of  the 
past,  men's  hands  must  needs  disfigure  or 
transport  to  inappropriate  sites. 

From  hence  we  went  to  see  where  Ca* 
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liguki's  bridge  of  boats  had  been;  and  while 
cogitating  thereon,  naturally  called  to  mind 
the  diabolical  actions  of  that  monster  in 
human  form,  who  surpassed  his  sanguinary 
predecessors  in  the  nature  of  his  cruelties. 

Ijaia3,  so  rife  with  interesting  remains, 
aiforded  pleasant  scrutiny;  and  Cumt^,  tliat 
celebrated  olden  city,  founded  one  thousand 
years  before  Christ,  yielded  sundry  points 
of  attraction.  Tlie  Lucrine  Lake  was  passed, 
where,  according  to  tlie  declaration  of  some 
veracious  writer,  a  youth  became  on  sucli 
friendly  terms  with  a  dolphin,  as  to  ride  it, 
to  their  mutual  satisfaction.  At  Lake  A  ver- 
mis, too,  we  paused,  as  there  started  to 
memory  the  accounts  of  its  fatality  to  fish 
and  fowl,  both  of  which  now  disport  them- 
selves in  it  and  on  it.  And  whilst  survey- 
ing Tartarus,  so  truthfully  portrayed  by 
Virgil,  that  florid  description  of  the  Visit  of 
jEiieas  to  this  gloomy  region,  accompanied 
by  his  new  acquaintance,  the  communicative 
Sibyl,  recurred  to  the  mind.  And  there  was 
no  difficulty  in  imagining  the  respectful 
Trojan  Prince,  imbued  with  a  reverential 
opinion  of  his  guide,  proceeding  arm-in-arm 
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with  the  prepossessed  prophetic  lady  in 
question,  to  Avhom  he  felt  so  grateful  for  her 
kind  escort,  ready  information,  and  useful 
patronage,  without  which  he  would  indeed 
have  made  but  sorry  progress  in  his  search- 
ing cruise  after  his  sire's  manes ;  nor  would 
he  have  been  likely  to  have  prevailed  upon 
the  surly  Charon  to  ferry  him  across  the 
Sty:^,  as  we  are  told  how  disinclined  the 
sulky  boatman  was  to  give  him  a  passage, 
until  he  received  an  imperative  order  from 
his  superior  to  do  so. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  What  a  thorough  tyrant  that  supernu- 
merary, or,  rather,  stupid-humoury  lieu- 
tenant of  ours  is  to  be  sure ;  he's  got  '  the 
ship  in  irons '  again,"  quoth  a  certain  Mid, 
not  remarkable  for  his  taciturnity,  as  he  en- 
tered his  messplace  one  evening  after  the 
last  dog-watch. 

"  Ah !"  continued  he,  "  Double  Altitude* 
will  be  a  catch  for  his  new  ship ;  and  I  hope 
his  dodge  of  wearing  with  the  spanker  set, 
and  reefing  without  rounding  in  the  wea- 
ther-braces, will  answer  better  there  than  it 
does  here. 

"  But  bless  me !  where's  all  the  rum  gone? 
decanter  empty,   and  not  one  bell  yet? — 

*  (A  mode  of  ascertaining  latitude) — The  nick- 
name he  had  received  from  the  speaker,  owing  to 
his  great  lieight. 
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bread-barge  cleared  too !  It's  *  Quantum 
est  in  rebus  inane '  here,  at  any  rate.  Verily, 
^  An  enemy  hath  done  this.'  "  As  he  ut- 
tered these  words,  he  looked  aslant  at  one 
of  his  messmates,  who  wouldn't  hear  the 
insinuation,  as  he  was  deeply  interested  in  a 
book,  and  felt  much  disinclined  for  a  chase. 

"  You  seem  thirsty  after  your  six-to-eight 
watch,"  observed  Armitage. 

"  Is  that  your  mature  opinion,  sapient 
one?"  replied  the  other.  "  When  did  I  ever 
profess  to  possess  the  camel-like  property 
of  my  esteemed  friend,  who " 

An  upward  glance  from  the  person  alluded 
to  cut  short  the  sentence,  which,  however, 
was  already  sufficiently  implied,  as  testified 
by  a  quick  movement,  threatening  pursuit. 
But  presently  the  book  was  taken  up  again, 
and  the  jeerer  re-seated.  The  impossibility 
of  his  remaining  long  silent  was  so  clearly 
an  established  fact,  tliat  sundry  smiles 
around  bespoke  an  expectation  that  he  was 
unwilling  to  baulk,  so,  stooping  down  his 
head  to  a  level  with  the  table,  and  looking 
along  its  surface,  with  one  leg  drawn  up, 
preparatory  to  flight,  he  exclaimed — 
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'^  Why  is  somebody  like  Cardinal  Wolsey  ? 
— Give  it  up?  Be — cause — he — 's  a  '  man 
of  an  unbounded  stomach;'  but  there  the 
comparison  ceases,  for  no  one  can  accuse  him 
of  '  ever  ranking  himself  with  princes.'  " 

"  You're  really  too  bad !"  cried  Armitage. 
"Never  mind:  give  him  line  —  I'll  have 
him  presently,"  said  the  philosophic  mate. 

"  And  then  you'll  skin  me,  I  suppose,  eh? 
and  dress  me  afterwards.  But  I  say — Do 
you  think  if  you  were  put  into  the  coppers, 
you'd  be  likely  to  come  out  well  dressed?" 

This  sally  could  not  be  borne;  passive- 
ness,  already  at  the  furthest  stretch,  now 
gave  way;  the  provoked  one  rose  —  the 
offender  fled.  His  absence,  however,  was  of 
short  duration,  and  on  his  return,  with  a 
wary  uncertain  look,  he  first  tried  the  effect 
of  a  lialf- venture  with  head  and  shoulders; 
and  finding  nothing  was  thrown  thereat, 
took  courage  to  re-enter,  upon  which  he 
said,  "  I  liave  asked  the  boatswain  to  come 
over  and  have  a  glass  of  elixir,  an  invitation 
he  doesn't  often  refuse.  But  I  hope  there's 
some  left  in  the  jar,  without  the  lug. 

"Steward!" 
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"Sir?" 

"  Any  more  spirits?" 

"  Plenty,  sir." 

"  Let's  see  it,  then — I  suppose  it's  too  lute 
for  hot  water?" 

"No,  sir;  I  dure  say  I  can  get  you  a 
little." 

"Very  well;  bear  a  hand,  and  I'll  brew 
some  punch.  Armitage,  hand  us  a  lemon 
out  of  the  locker;  or  perhaps  there  isn't 
one." 

"  If  there  is,  I  don't  see  it." 

"  Never  mind;  a  look  at  will  do  as 

well." 

"Oh,  step  in,  Guesswarp;  I  was  afraid 
you'd  changed  your  mind." 

"  That  isn't  like  me,  sir,"  responded  tlie 
invited  one,  who  was  a  great  favourite 
amongst  the  middies  generally,  wliom  he 
used  to  instruct  in  "knotting,  splicing,"  &c., 
and  often  entertained  by  his  anecdotes,  of 
which  he  seemed  to  have  an  inexhaustible 
store  at  the  service  of  the  "  young  gentle- 
men." 

"  Help  yourself,  Guesswarp,"  said  the 
individual  who  had  asked  him  over  upon  the 
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present  occasion,  handing  him  the  decanter 
and  a  tumbler. 

The  guest,  although  as  conversant  as  any 
of  his  class  in  the  art  of  "  trying  the  strength 
of  spirits,"  deemed  it  correct,  in  the  society 
of  critics,  to  mix  his  esteemed  beverage  in 
proportions  of  less  alcohol  to  water  than  his 
judgment  dictated  as  in  accordance  with  in- 
clination, lest  it  might  be  inferred  that  his 
tastes  were  somewhat  in  favour  of  potency ; 
so  he  assisted  himself  to  so  small  a  quantity 
of  the  rich  oily-looking  fluid,  as  to  excite 
not  only  surprise,  but  exclamations  of  its  in- 
adequacy. 

Propositions  of  an  unobjectionable  nature 
followed,  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  there- 
fore in  the  end  it  amounted  to  exactly  the 
same  thing ;  and  the  suggestions  to  increase 
the  quantity  were  not  unheeded. 

"Ah!  gentlemen,"  said  he,  as  he  gazed 
round  the  berth  at  the  fittings,  betokening  a 
due  care  to  comfort,  "  this  ain't  like  what  a 
midshipman's  mess  used  to  be  some  years 
ago;  one  wouldn't  take  it  for  the  same  place 
at  all." 

"Why,  how's  that?"  asked  Sackville. 
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"Lor'  bless  you,  sir!  it's  cliiFereiit  most 
completely ;  and  I  can't  say  in  what  way  it's 
least  like.  There  was  no  gilt  mouldings, 
plated  candlesticks,  and  cut  decanters  in 
those  days.  It  Avas  all  rough  and  ready; 
and  the  ship's  allowance  of  flour  was  kept  in 
a  canvas  bag,  and  the  rum  and  vinegar  in 
two  black  bottles,  with  a  libel  on  each ;  but 
talking  of  tliese  things  brings  to  my  mind 
a  little  story  that  I'll  tell  you  of  if  you 
will." 

"  Oh,  by  all  means;  pray  let's  have  it." 
"  Well,  then,  I  must  tell  you  that  when  I 

was  serving  in  the  •  sloop,  we  was  one 

day  cruising  off  the  Spanish  Main,  when  the 
skipper,  who  wasn't  barely  seventeen,  (he 
was  the  son  of  the  Admiral  of  the  Station, 
you  know,)  went  on  shore  snipe-shooting, 
and  took  some  of  the  officer^  along  with  him. 
They  had  rare  sport,  and  brought  their 
bags  on  board  chock  full,  and  three  of  the 
boat's  crew  had  got  ever  so  many  birds  tied 
up  in  their  black  silk  handkerchiefs  as  well. 
The  captain  asked  all  who  had  been  on  shore 
to  dine  with  him;  and  just  as  they  were 
getting  ready,  a  lot  of  heavy  armed  gun- 
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boats  came  suddenly  round  a  point  of  land, 
and  attacked  us;  and  one  of  the  first  shots 
they  fired  went  through  the  bulkhead  in  the 
midshipman's  berth,  carrying  the  flour-bag, 
that  was  hanging  on  a  nail  there,  right  into 
the  next  cabin,  where  the  doctor  was  dres- 
sing himself,  and  gave  him  a  pair  of  white 
lapels  so  perfect,  that  when  he  ran  on  deck  to 
see  what  was  going  on,  he  might  have  been 
easily  mistook  for  one  of  the  lieutenants. 
Ah !  young  gentlemen,  you  laugh  at  this, 
but  'twas  no  laughing  business  afterwards, 
I  can  tell  you,  for  we  had  sharp  work  of  it, 
and  only  just  managed  to  drive  the  fellows 
off,  so  plucky  was  they,  and  so  well  did  they 
lire.  We  were  becalmed,  you  know,  and 
they  took  up  their  berths  ahead  and  astern, 
and  pitched  into  us  like  mad;  and  if  a 
breeze  hadn't  sprung  up,  that  gave  us  the 
advantage,  when  we  were  able  to  use  our 
broadside  carronades,  I  really  think  they'd 
have  riddled  us  into  gratings.  They  made 
off,  of  course,  directly  we  began  to  make 
any  way  through  the  water;  and  we  after- 
wards chased  them,  to  give  them  a  chance 
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of  tiyiiig  tlieir  luck  Avlien  we  could  move 
ourselves  a  bit;  hut  they  had  no  mind  for  it 
then,  and  got  in  behind  the  rocks,  so  that 
we  couldn't  get  at  them. 

"  '  This  is  a  devil  of  a  job,'  says  the  skip- 
per to  the  officers,  as  they  sat  together  at 
dinner  over  the  snipes,  '  this  is  paying  too 
dear  for  these  birds,  althongh  they  are  such 
fine  fat  ones;  and  what  I'm  to  say  to  the 
Admiral  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,  for  I  had 
no  business  hereabouts.  My  orders  were  to 
keep  cruising  out  of  sight  of  land,  in  hopes 
of  nabbing  some  good  freights.' 

"  *  Can't  we  make  np  some  sort  of  a  story, 
Sir?'  answered  the  master,  '  about  being 
on  our  way  to  assist  that  vessel,  that  the 
schooner  we  spoke  yesterday  told  us  was 
on  shore  at .' 

"  '  That's  a  capital  idea,'  cried  the  boy 
^  Captain,'  as  he  used  to  be  called,  rul)- 
bing  his  hands,  quite  took  with  the  notion 
of  doing  the  governor — '  That'll  do  very 
well  indeed;  so  as  soon  as  we've  put  the 
little  craft  to  rights  a  bit  we'll  start  to  join 
the  Flag-ship  for  repairs.'  " 
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"  That's  a  curious  yarn,  Guesswarp," 
observed  one  of  the  interested  listeners; 
"  and  what  was  the  end  of  it?" 

"  Oh,  it  all  passed  off  uncommon  well, 
and  the  skipper  did  not  get  a  hiding  from 
his  father,  as  one  of  our  devil-may-care 
midshipmen  declared  he  would." 

"  He  was  a  very  nice  young  fellow,  wasn't 
he?" 

"  Oh,  excellent — everybody  liked  him, 
and  they  couldn't  be  off  it.  He  had  such 
a  heart,  and  was  as  brave  as  a  bull-dog, 
and  quite  as  much  given  to  fighting,  too. 
Aye,  he  showed  what  lie  was  made  of,  and 
that  he'd  some  of  his  father's  blood  in  him, 
when  we  fought  and  took  the ,  of  su- 
perior force  in  every  way,  after  a  sharp 
action ;  the  last  part  of  it  yard-arm  to  yard- 
arm." 

*'  By-the-by,  is  that  the  same that's 

now  in  the  service,  that's  such  a  clipper?" 

"  Yes,  the  very  same — she  did  sail  fast, 
she  did — she  was  nearly  always  a-head  of 
her  reckoning." 

This  proof  of  her  fleetness  caused  some 
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smiles  and  observations,  after  which,  one  of 
the  party  said, — "  Didn't  you  take  a  great 
many  prizes  ?" 

"'  We  certainly  did  get  hold  of  a  pretty 
many,"  he  replied ;  "  but  no  more  nor  we 
deserved,  for  we  kept  a  rare  look  out  from 
the  mast-head,  and  were  constantly  under 
way.  We  came  across  some  of  our  captures 
in  an  odd  way  too ;  and  I  shall  never  forget 
how  nicely  we  nicked  a  cunning  Jonathan, 
that  was  sailing  under  false  colours.  One 
morning,  as  the  day  broke,  we  found  our- 
selves close  to  a  bark,  jogging  along  under 
easy  sail — and  she  soon  whipped  up  an 
English  ensign,  as  much  as  to  say — '  You 
mustn't  touch  me,  I'm  one  of  yourselves.' 
Well,  she  had  so  much  the  look  of  what 
she  pretended  to  be,  that  after  we'd  spoke 
her,  and  given  her  the  longitude,  we  were 
going  to  make  sail  to  steer  large,  when  the 
caterer  of  the  gunroom-mess  told  the  first- 
lieutenant  he  was  out  of  cheese,  and  thought 
it  a  good  chance  of  getting  some,  and  some 
other  small  stores;  so  Mr.  Stilton  (as  he 
was  called)  asked  leave  of  the  Captain  to 
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lower  the  lee  quarter  boat  to  board  her,  and 
the  second-lieutenant  went  to  see  wdiat  he 
could  pick  up. 

"  The  master  of  her  was  particularly 
civil;  and  after  he'd  shown  his  log-book, 
bills  of  lading,  convoy-signals,  owners' orders, 
and  some  other  papers  that  our  merchant- 
vessels  always  carried  in  war-time,  he  sup- 
plied nearly  all  the  things  that  were  wanted, 
and  ordered  some  cheeses  to  be  given  to  the 
boat's-crew  for  old-countryman's  sake.  This, 
of  course,  pleased  all  hands,  and  the  officer 
was  thanking  him,  and  wishing  him  a  good 
voyage,  as  he  was  walking  to  the  gangway, 
when  he  heard  somebody  sing  out,  and  a 
boy  ran  aft  to  him  from  for'ard,  and  said — - 
'  Oh,  sir,  don't  go,  we've  been  taken,  and 
me  and  another  chap  is  prisoners  aboard. 
They  stowed  us  away  in  the  fore-peak  Avhen 
they  see  you  a-coming;  but  I've  managed 
to  push  up  the  scuttle,  and  get  out  just  in 
time.' 

"  '  Hollo !  cried  the  lieutenant,  taken  all 
aback,  what's  the  meaning  of  all  this,  you 
were  very  nearly  slipping  through  our  fingers, 
Mr.  Master — you  played  your  part  so  well 
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— come,  let's  hear  more  of  this,  my  Lid.' 
The  boy  then  said,  that  the  barque  belonged 
to  a  large  convoy,  and  being  a  terrible  dull 
sailer,  was  always  at  the  tail  of  it,  and  had 
lagged  some  little  way  astern  one  night, 
when  she  was  cut  off  and  captured  by  a 
rakish  Yankee  schooner,  that  had  only  parted 
company  with  them  during  the  night,  and 
couldn't  be  very  far  off.' 

"  ^  Oho!'  says  our  officer,  '  that's  it,  is  it; 
I  hope  we  shall  have  her,  too,  before  dark.' 

"  The  American  skipper  grinned,  as 
much  as  to  say — 'Will  you  though — I 
knows  better' — and  then  he  and  his  crew 
was  put  aboard  of  us,  and  we  sent  a  prize 
crew  to  the  capture." 

"  But  what  had  become  of  the  English 
crew  that  was  in  her  when  she  was  first 
taken?"  inquired  Simpson. 

"  Oh,  they  were  all  put  on  board  the  pri- 
vateer that  took  her;  and  the  two  lads  were 
only  left  in  her  to  show  she  was  a  fair  prize, 
and  to  get  her  condemned  when  she  reached 
an  American  port." 

'^  What  a  piece  of  luck,  to  be  sure." 

''  Yes,  wasn't  it  ?     And  then  we  shaped 
VOL.  III.  I 
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a  course  as  was  tliouglit  most  likely  to  fall 
in  with  the  thief  what  stole  her ;  and.  sure 
enough  we  did  too." 

"  Then,  you  did  1" 

''  Yes ;  or  rather,  he  fell  in  with  us — for 
our  dodge  was  to  pretend  to  he  another  tit 
bit  for  him ;  so  we  disguised  the  saucy  little 
craft  as  much  as  we  could — patched  the  sails, 
took  some  of  the  booms  off  the  yards,  set 
the  fore-top-gallant-sail  as  the  main,  and 
bent  the  main  for'ard  as  the  fore-topsail, 
whitewashed  the  sides,  shipped  the  ports, 
and  then  steered  in  the  direction  we  thought 
most  likely  to  meet  him. 

"  Well,  we  went  on,  and  went  on,  and 
nothing  hove  in  sight  until  nearly  six  bells 
in  the  afternoon  watch,  when  the  mast-head 
man  sung  out,  Sail  ho !  and  the  sound  set  us 
all  alive  in  a  minute.  All  the  glasses  in 
the  ship  was  soon  on  her,  and  we  soon 
found,  by  her  rising  her  topsails  so  fast, 
that  she  v^^as  bearing  down  on  us.  '  Bravo,' 
says  the  captain — '  here  she  comes,  the  cun- 
ning creature  —  we  mustn't  give  her  the 
trouble  of  running  far  after  us,  so   we'll 
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get  some  casks  over  to  leeward,  and  keep 
yawing.' 

"  Very  well,  then,  what  with  shoving 
her  up  in  the  wind  every  now  and  then,  to 
deaden  our  way,  and  keeping  the  sails 
shaking,  we  didn't  do  much  in  moving 
through  the  water,  as  you  may  fancy ;  so 
on  comes  the  knowing-one,  quite  cock-a- 
hoop,  certain  that  we  could  neither  bark 
nor  bite,  and  she  was  soon  hull  in  sight ; 
and  not  long  afterwards,  at  no  distance  off 
on  the  weather-quarter,  taking  a  good  look 
at  us,  which  no  doubt  didn't  satisfy  him; 
for  all  at  once  he  lets  fly  his  head-sheets, 
shoves  the  helm  hard  down,  and  throws  all 
aback  in  stays,  to  get  round  on  t'other  tack 
to  *  increase  right  distance,'  as  the  soldiers 
say — for  he  felt  he  hadn't  no  business  so 
close,  as  we  shouldn't  make  good  neigh- 
bours. 

"  Very  well,  tlien,  directly  we  see  what 
he's  up  to,  and  that  he  won't  come  to  shake 
hands,  we  quickly  let  him  know  what  we 
had  aboard,  for  we  down  ports,  cut  away 
the  casks,  luffed  round,  and  discharged  a 
i2 
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whole  broadside  riglit  at  him,  and  some  of 
the  shots  told  well ;  but  before  we'd  filled 
on  the  port-tack,  and  got  the  sails  to  rights, 
he  was  close-hauled,  laying  within  six 
points,  and  edging  away  to  windward  most 
astonishingly — with  a  hawser  hanging  over 
the  lee-quarter,  for  us  to  see,  as  much  as  to 
say,  '  shall  I  take  you  in  tow,  for  you  won't 
get  on  fast  enough  without.' 

"  This  got  our  skipper's  dander  up;  and 

he  says,  '  d the  fellow's  impudence — 

I'd  give  a  great  deal  to  catch  him,  and  my 
share  of  prize-money  to  Greenwich  Hospital.' 
We  blazed  away  at  him  beautifully,  but  soon 
saw  he'd  the  longest  legs  of  the  two,  and 
that  unless  we  could  get  between  him  and 
the  wind,  it  was  no  go.  We  trimmed  ship, 
got  her  down  by  the  stern  as  much  as  we 
could,  loosed  the  mast-chocks,  eased  the 
backstay  laniards,  started  some  of  the 
water,  and  did  all  we  could  to  tempt  her 
on,  but  lor'  bless  your  soul,  all  of  it  wasn't 
much  good,  for  he  fairly  laughed  at  us,  and 
kept  sidling  away  bodily  until  sun -set, 
when  we  lost  sight  of  him  after  dark,  and 
he  most  likely  sailed  free  all  night,  for  at 
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day-liglit  next  morning  he  was  off  for  good, 
and  had  done  us  very  neatly.  I  never  see 
any  vessel  sail  so — never.  We  flattered 
ourselves  we  could  do  a  good  deal  in  that 
way,  but  he  certainly  took  the  conceit  out  of 
us ;  and  when  we  were  together,  there  seemed 
almost  as  much  difference  between  us  as 
there  might  be  at  ween  a  coaster  and  a 
yacht." 

"  I  thought  privateers  used  often  to  show 
fight?"  remarked  Armitage. 

"  Aye,  so  they  did,  sir,  when  they'd  any- 
thing to  fight  for  5  but  they'd  no  fancy  for 
a  man-of-war's  cargo,  and  preferred  saleable 
goods  to  live  stock.  Sometimes,  when  two 
of  them  with  difierent  flags  came  together, 
they  fought  like  devils,  and  wouldn't  leave 
off  till  they'd  torn  each  other  all  to  pieces 
a'most.  Ah,  those  were  the  times  to  try  a 
man's  metal;  and  a  privateer's-man,  I  should 
think,  generally  got  about  as  much  rest  as 
a  dog-vane  in  a  hurricane." 

"  You've  seen  some  exciting  scenes,  Guess- 
warp,  in  your  day?" 

"I  just  have,  sir,  and  no  mistake;  I 
didn't  sail  under  Captain  ■ witliout 
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knowing   what  boarding   and    cutting-out 
was." 

"  He  was  a  very  odd  fish,  wasn't  he?" 

"  I  don't  think  such  another  was  to  be 
found  anywhere." 

"  So  I've  heard." 

"  And  you've  heard  right,  sir.  Bless 
you !  some  of  the  things  he  did  was  enough 
to  make  one  fancy  his  head-gear  was  out  of 
order.     What  do  you  think  of  this  now  ? 

"  We  were  off  the  Portuguese  island  of 
one  Sunday,  not  at  war  with  For  tin- 
gale,  you  know,  at  the  time,  when  he  took 
it  into  his  head  to  pay  the  governor  a  visit, 
as  he  felt  inclined  for  a  walk.  It  was 
terrible  hot,  and  by  the  time  he  got  up  to 
the  top  of  the  hill  he  felt  very  dry,  so  when 
he  got  into  the  house,  he  sat  down,  and 
after  swabbing  his  face,  began  to  talk  about 
this,  that,  and  the  other,  in  his  rum  way, 
you  know,  which  the  governor  didn't  un- 
derstand to  be  what  it  was,  for  he  thought 
himself  quite  royal,  and  held  up  his  head 
ever  so  high.  However,  after  a  bit,  he  saw 
that  game  wouldn't  do,  for  the  skipper  actu- 
ally pulled  faces  at  him,  and  asked  him  if 
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he  ever  imported  cognac  from  France,  or  if 
it  grew  on  the  island.  This  question  made 
him  look  more  sensible  like,  and  he  laughed 
a  morsel,  but  devil  a  drop  of  brandy  did  he 
fork  out.  No,  he  pretended  he  hadn't  none, 
and  gave  some  stuff  he  called  '  wine  de  paas ' 
instead.  So,  as  the  skipper  was  very  thirsty, 
he  tossed  off  some  of  it;  but  his  stomach 
soon  told  him  'twasn't  the  right  sort  of 
tipple.  However,  he  didn't  say  nothing, 
but,  after  another  yarn,  walked  off,  and 
came  on  board,  looking  not  half  pleased. 
Very  well  then,  at  seven  bells  he  went 
down  into  the  gunroom  to  dine  with  the 
officers,  and  after  dinner,  when  the  wine 
was  moving  about,  he  began  to  describe 
what  he'd  done  on  shore,  and  his  talking 
on  about  it  worked  him  up  so,  that  he  felt 
all  in  a  rage  with  the  governor,  and  at  last 
he  hit  the  table  with  his  fist,  and  said — 
*  I've  a  d — d  good  mind  to  go  on  shore 
again,  and  bring  the  fellow  off  in  a  bread 
bag.' 

" '  Shall  I  send  for  one,  sir,'  says  the  purser, 
wanting  to  take  him  at  his  word,  and  the 
other   officers   looked   at   each   other,    and 
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grinned  at  the  notion — 'twas  such  a  queer 
one! 

"  ^  Yes,  by  Jove !'  cried  the  captain,  all  in 
earnest,  *  do, — and  ring  the  bell,  one  of 
yon,  and  order  my  gig  to  be  manned.' 

"  This  was  done  in  no  time,  and  away  he 
went  on  his  errand, — nobody,  of  course, 
supposing  he'd  be  able  to  do  what  he  threat- 
ened ;  but  how  took  in  they  all  were  to  be 
sure !  when,  in  less  than  an  hour,  they  see 
the  boat  coming  back  with  two  sitters  in 
the  stern-sheets.  Every  one  began  laugh- 
ing ready  to  burst  themselves  when  they 
spied  this,  and  noticed  the  skipper's  face, 
as  grave  as  if  all  was  quite  correct,  and 
nothing  out  of  the  way  going  on. 

"  '  In  bow !'  he  sung  out,  as  he  got  nearly 
alongside;  ^  and  hand  aft  that  bread-bag 
from  under  the  head-grating.' 

"  The  bag  was  given  from  one  to  the  other, 
and  the  coxswain,  directly  the  oars  were  laid 
in,  opened  out  the  mouth  of  it  according  to 
order. 

"  The  governor  opened  his  eyes  wide  and 
stared  like  a  fool,  and  then  asked  what  'twas 
for. 

"  'A  whip  on  the  main-yard!'  called  out 
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tlie  captain.  And  lie  then  turned  round  to 
his  friend,  and  said  lie  always  used  a  bag 
instead  of  a  chair,  as  he  considered  it 
safest,  and  much  the  most  comfortable,  as 
one  was  able  to  stand  upright  in  it ! 

"  Well,  the  other  didn't  know  no  better,  so 
he  was  over-persuaded  to  get  into  it,  and  the 
skipper  himself  secured  him  in  it,  and  then 
gave  the  order  to  Mioist  away!'  and  I 
never  see  such  a  sight  in  my  life,  never. 
I  shall  never  forget  it.  I  fancy  I  see  the 
military  hat  and  feathers  now !  Now,  per- 
haps some  of  you  young  gentlemen  may- 
think  it  strange  that  the  commandant  of 
the  island  came  off  at  all.  Well,  so  it  does 
seem  curious ;  but  the  reason  he  came  was, 
because  the  captain  told  him  he  would  take 
it  as  a  great  compliment  if  he  would  pay 
his  ship  a  visit  in  state !  and  that  he  would 
give  him  a  salute  when  he  left." 

"And  did  he?" 

"  0,  yes !  he  kept  his  word,  and  fired 
the  first  gun  just  over  the  boat  as  'twas 
shoving  off." 

*^  And  what  did  the  governor  think  of  it 
all?" 

l3 
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"  He  went  off  quite  delighted,  for  all  the 
marines  were  drawn  up  on  the  quarter-deck, 
and  the  drummer  beat  the  Rogues'  March, 
which  sounded  ever  so  well;  and,  besides 
this,  he  carried  away  with  him  the  best  part 
of  a  bottle  of  champagne  under  his  waist- 
coat, and  a  receipt  for  cholera,  in  case  he 
got  it  from  drinking  his  own  ^wine  de 
paas/ 

"  Ah !  Captain was  an  odd  one — 

he  certainly  was.  He  never  did  nothing 
like  anybody  else,  and  such  a  pretty  fighter 
too,  and  brave  as  Julius  Caesar,  as  brother 
Jonathan  would  say.  Yes,  he  thought  he 
never  could  have  enough  of  it, — and  he 
carries  about  with  him  plenty  of  marks  to 
remind  him  of  what  he's  gone  through ;  and 
no  man  ever  earned  a  pension  better.  It 
wasn't  very  long  after  this  governor's  busi- 
ness, that  we  got  Yellow  Jack  on  board,  that 
floored  nearly  all  hands,  and  soon  settled 
both  the  doctor  and  his  mate.  More  than 
half  the  officers,  and  ever  so  many  of  the 
men,  died,  and  nearly  all  the  rest  was  in 
their  hammocks.  The  skipper  at  last  kept 
one   watch  with   seventeen   men,  and  the 
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gunner  kept  the  other  with  only  twelve. 
The  doctor  and  his  mate  was  soon  taken 
off,  as  IVe  said;  and  as  soon  as  they  were 
gone,  the  skipper  turned  the  hands  up,  and 
asked  if  there  was  anybody  knew  anything 
about  doctoring,  for,  if  so,  he  was  to  speak 
out.  Nobody  spoke  for  a  time.  At  last 
a  foretop  man  stepped  out,  and  said  he 
couldn't  say  he  didn't  know  nothing  about 
it,  for  he'd  served  half  an  apprenticeship 
under  an  apothecary,  and  had  learnt  to 
bleed,  cup,  make  pills,  spread  plasters,  and 
mix  many  sorts  of  opening  medicines. 

'' '  That'll  do,'  cried  the  skipper;  '  you're 
the  man ;  and  your  early  education  and  this 
fever  will  be  the  making  of  you.  Go  and 
ship  the  assistant  surgeon's  uniform,  and 
I'll  write  you  out  an  acting  order  to  take 
his  place.' 

"  Which  he  did,  too,  and  the  new  doctor's 
mate  got  through  his  work  uncommonly  well, 
and  escaped  sickness,  and  when  we  fell  in 
with  the  admiral  some  time  afterwards,  he 
wasn't  confirmed  or  made  a  M.D.,  but  he 
was  made  a  P.O.  (petty  officer)  for  his 
services,  which  satisfied  him  a  deal  better, 
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for  he  could  handle  a  marlinspike  as  cleverly 
as  a  lancet.  His  name  was  Dawes,  but  he 
was  always  called  *  Dose '  afterwards." 

'^  Take  another  glass  after  that,"  sug- 
gested Cheeky;  "  and  when  you've  cleared 
your  throat  of  cobwebs,  go  on  again." 

This  request  was  acceded  to,  and  the 
glass  being  partly  emptied  by  a  couple  of 
copious  gulps,  Mr.  Guesswarp  drew  breath, 
and  said — ■ 

'-  Ah !  I  could  tell  you  a  pretty  many 
anecdotes  about  him,  but  there  isn't  time, 
for  that's  two  bells  just  struck,  and  I  must 
be  thinking  of  topping  my  boom;  but  I 
may  as  well  mention  how  he  behaved  in 
another  vessel  some  years  afterwards.     He 

was  stationed  at  ,  and  after  doing 

a  lot  of  gallant  and  daring  things,  and  de- 
stroying ever  so  many  craft  and  houses  on 
shore,  our  luck  turned,  and  we  were  chased 
by  a  French  squadron,  and  as  they  had  the 
wind  of  us,  and  we  were  on  a  lee-shore,  it 
ended  in  our  getting  aground,  when  the 
enemy  began  playing  away  on  us  at  close 
quarters,  until  we  were  a  perfect  wreck, 
and  had  the  decks  covered  with  killed  and 
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wounded,  and  most  of  the  guns  disabled. 
At  Inst  we  were  forced  to  strike  our  colours, 
and  when  the  senior  officer  came  on  board 
to  receive  the  captain's  sword,  he  found  him 
lying  in  the  middle  of  the  quarter-deck 
wrapped  round  in  the  ensign,  and  directly 
he  was  asked  to  give  up  the  weapon  he'd  so 
long  used  so  excellently,  he  jumped  up  on 
his  legs,  and  knocked  the  Frenchman  down, 
and  d — d  him  for  his  impudence ! 

"  Good  night,  gentlemen.     Thank  you." 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

The  cry  of  'Tire"  on  shipboard  at  sea,  is 
universally  acknowledged  to  be  as  unplea- 
sant a  sound  as  can  fall  upon  the  ear.  The 
unreflecting  reckless  race  who,  when  their 
vessel  "  rides  on  the  whirlwind  and  defies 
the  storm,"  behold  the  tumultuous  heavings 
of  the  remorseless  deep  without  a  sensation 
of  apprehension  or  uneasiness,  are  instanta- 
neously affected  with  a  vague,  indefinable  feel- 
ing of  consternation,  when  apprised  of  the 
existence  of  their  much-dreaded  enemy,  fire, 
in  the  bowels  of  their  ignitible  dwelling. 
The  idea  at  once  seizes  the  mind  of  an  unde- 
niable inability  to  cope  with  it,  or  combat 
successfully  with  so  insidious  a  foe,  that 
often  remains  concealed  in  its  lurking-place 
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until  it  is  too  late  to  accomplish  its  expulsion 
by  the  exercise  of  the  most  strenuous  efforts. 
Perfect,  however,  are  the  precautions  to 
guard  against  the  dreaded  disaster,  and  pro- 
portioned to  the  dangers  are  the  arrange- 
ments for  prompt  action  to  extinguish  a 
conflagration  when  detected,  which  may 
account  for  the  almost  total  exemption  of 
men-of-war  from  the  dire  destruction  that 
is,  alas!  so  frequently  the  fatal  result  of 
such  calamities  in  merchant^ ships,  whose 
cargoes,  of  course,  render  them  more  sus- 
ceptible of  such  accidents,  and  whose  crews, 
besides  being  less  prepared  for  casualties, 
are  ofttimes  liable  to  be  impeded  in  their 
ablest  exertions  by  bodies  of  affrighted  emi- 
grants, or  other  kinds  of  mixed  passengers, 
physically  and  mentally  unfitted  to  act  con- 
jointly with  them  for  the  vanquishment 
of  the  ravager.  But  under  the  most  fa- 
vourable circumstances,  and  in  the  absence 
of  all  impediments  to  the  free  action  of  some 
hundreds  of  well-disciplined  and  cool-spi- 
rited souls,  the  quick  strikings  of  the  tongue 
of  the  tocsin-bell,  that  tells  of  an  appalling 
discovery,  and  summons  all   to   their  ap- 
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pointed  posts  and  allotted  duties,  vibrate 
on  the  senses  with  unmistakeable  acuteness. 
Each  flies  to  his  station  as  if  life  or  death 
depended  on  his  individual  aid — some  to 
the  ascertained  or  imagined  seat  of  the 
smouldering  fire,  whose  mephitic  fumes 
wholly  defy  or  half  bafile  a  close  scrutiny, 
or  else  to  the  quarter  fairly  in  flames,  where 
the  long  secreted  invader  rushes  forth,  fully 
armed  to  overcome  resistance,  and  mocks 
the  futile  efforts  to  arrest  his  progress  as  he 
forces  his  way  up  an  opened  hatchway,  or 
through  an  inviting  port-hole,  licking  the 
sides  of  every  aperture,  crackling,  hissing, 
and  clinging  to  or  curling  round  every  object 
that  comes  within  embrace,  or  thwarts  ad- 
vance. 

Some  man  the  pumps;  some  float  the 
magazines ;  some  pass  along  saturated  ham- 
mocks to  serve  as  stiflers;  some  use  their 
buckets  with  untiring  arm ;  some  with  short 
rapid  stroke  work  the  force -engines,  and 
eject  a  copious  volume  of  the  precious  ele- 
ment into  the  midst  of  the  burning  mass,  or 
where  it  is  most  required.  Some  the  while 
shortening   sail,   wetting    canvas,    clearing 
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away  boats,  unstowing  booms,  or  awaiting  a 
probable  order  for  the  vigorous  concentra- 
tion of  the  labours  of  all  at  some  particular 
spot,  where  the  failure  of  a  last  resource 
must  lead  to  the  abandonment  of  hope,  and 
afterwards  the  fated  vessel. 

Considering  that  such  may  be  the  issue 
of  the  alarm  of  fire,  it  may  be  imagined 
what  was  the  immediate  consequence  of  Mr. 
William  Cocker,  the  captain's  clerk,  bawling 
out  at  dead  of  night  the  frightful  word, 
until  it  is  explained  that  it  arose  from  his 
suddenly  discovering  the  tail  of  his  robe-de- 
nuit  in  a  flame  as  he  stood  leaning  against 
the  edge  of  his  swinging  bed-place,  not  in 
the  best  possible  condition  for  entering  it 
without  assistance. 

Scarce  had  he  emitted  this  startling  ex- 
clamation, when  a  juvenile  bystander  hastily 
cast  a  blanket  round  his  singed  body,  and 
bolted  headlong  up  the  cockpit  ladder, 
escaping  to  his  hammock  at  the  instant. 
Mr.  Nettings,  several  of  his  aroused  mess- 
mates, and  various  others,  arrived  at  the 
gun-room  door,  crying,  "Where  is  it?" 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  it's  Mr.  Cocker  with 
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the  nightmare;  he's  bin  asleep  on  his  back," 
answered  the  sentry,  who  had  received  his 
instructions  some  minutes  before  the  alarm 
was  given. 

A  laugh  burst  forth  from  several  of  the 
unclothed.  "  Confound  the  fellow !"  mut- 
tered one  of  the  lieutenants,  returning  to  his 
cabin,  thinking  of  his  broken  repose  and 
approaching  watch.  "  Indigestion !"  re- 
marked the  doctor,  whose  countenance  did 
not  become  a  nightcap,  and  whose  sleeping 
garment  was  not  adapted  in  length  for  flit- 
ting about  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a  wind- 
sail. 

"  I  positively  smell  something  burning," 
observed  the  keen-scented  Mr.  Nettings, 
lagging  behind.  *'  Yes,  I'll  swear  to  it," 
he  continued,  turning  round  to  retrace  his 
steps ;  and  in  another  minute  he  was  stand- 
ing over  the  prostrate  form  of  Mr.  Cocker, 
uttering  the  interrogation — 

"  Is  that  you  again,  Mr.  Cocker?" 

^«  I—'m  b — urnt,  sir,"  replied  the  grizzle- 
haired  sufferer,  hoping  for  sympathy. 

"  You're  drunh  you  mean,"  was  the  em- 
phatic answer.     "  I'll  speak  to  you  in  the 
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morning :"  as  he  said  this  he  put  his  foot 
on  the  ladder  to  ascend,  and  then  demanded 
of  the  sentry  how  he  dared  to  misinform 
him. 

The  soldier's  coolness  and  presence  of 
mind  stood  him  in  stead  of  a  good  excuse. 
"  I  only  told  you  what  I  thought,  sir,  for 
I've  ofttimes  heer'd  Mr.  Cocker  call  out  o' 
nights,"  said  he,  with  a  look  of  thorough  in- 
nocence. 

''  Do  you  carry  your  nose  in  your  pocket, 
sir?"  asked  the  unsatisfied  ofiicer. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  I've  a  cold,"  rejoined 
the  not  to  be  disconcerted  marine. 

Mr.  Settings,  thinking  this  assertion 
might  be  true,  and  if  so,  account  for  the 
odour  not  having  penetrated  his  olfactory 
nerves — no  longer  sought  to  find  him  guilty 
of  an  attempt  to  deceive — but,  bent  upon 
gleaning  some  further  information  on  the 
subject,  went  on  with  the  inquiry :  ^'  Have 
any  of  the  young  gentlemen  been  down  this 
ladder  lately?" 

"  Kone,  sir." 

"  Are  you  certain?" 

"  I  am,  sir." 
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"  Then  I'm  not  —  bring  your  lantern 
here." 

His  suspicions  had  alighted  on  an  in- 
dividual who  often  afforded  ground-work 
for  an  investigation;  and  to  his  hammock 
he  forthwith  directed  his  steps — "  This  is  it, 
isn't  it?"  he  asked  of  his  uncomfortable  at- 
tendant, laying  his  hand  on  the  one  he 
fancied  contained  the  person  sought;  who, 
being  quite  cognizant  of  what  had  occurred, 
and  was  now  stirring,  lay  as  still  as  death, 
with  eyes  sealed,  feigning  sleep  to  admi- 
ration. 

''  B'lieve  'tis,  sir." 

"  Mr.  Cheeky." 

No  answer,  or  the  slightest  indication  of 
sensibility. 

"You're  soon  asleep  here!  Hie!  Hoy! 
try  and  awake  yourself,  if  you  please." 

Still  no  notice  taken  of  the  proposition. 

A  rough  jerk  now  followed,  as  the  im- 
patient commissioner  of  police  held  up  the 
horn  lantern  by  its  handle,  in  a  line  with 
the  assumed  delinquent's  unbetraying  phy- 
siognomy, on  which  the  light  fell  so  strong 
as  to  suggest  to  him  the  idea  of  gradually 
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recovering  from  obliviousness — so  a  hand 
was  drawn  up  from  under  the  bed-clothes, 
the  back  of  it  passed  across  the  eyes,  ac- 
companied with  certain  faint  sounds,  suc- 
ceeded by  "Er-r-r-r,  Eh-h-h,  What  is't?"— 

"  Come,  none  of  this  nonsense !"  said  the 
detective  sharply,  at  the  same  time  violently 
shaking  the  dissembler's  cradle. 

"  Who    the  are    you,   and    what 

d'you  want?"  cried  the  aroused,  throwing 
forth  his  fist,  aiming  a  blow  at  the  intruder's 
face,  and  dashing  the  lantern  against  it  with 
such  force  as  to  lay  open  the  forehead, 
bruise  an  eye,  cut  the  cheek,  and  knock 
it  out  of  his  hand,  the  fall  putting  out  the 
light,  and  leaving  all  in  darkness. 

The  distressed  sentry  quitted  the  side 
of  his  bare-legged  superior,  flew  to  the  main- 
deck  to  procure  the  means  of  re-illuminating 
the  scene ;  and  in  his  absence  Mr.  Nettings's 
ears  were  regaled  with  a  general  titter  from 
every  side.  The  perpetrator  of  the  mis- 
chief, the  while,  emerging  from  his  elevated 
position,  knowing  that  it  was  no  longer 
tenable. 

'^  So  you'll  tell  me,  I  suppose,  that  you 
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did  this  in  your  sleep  ?'^  said  the  injured  one, 
facing  his  assailant, — when  the  marine  re- 
appeared. 

"  I  hope,  sir,  you'll  not  for  a  moment 
imagine  I'd  have  done  it  in  my  proper 
senses,"  responded  the  accused. 

"I'm  not  at  all  sure  of  that,  sir;  I  con- 
sider you  capable  of  doing  anything — Yes, 
anything!" 

"  I'm  very  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so, 
sir!" 

"  You  mean  to  say  you  didn't  see  my 
face  then?" 

"  Me  see  your  face,  sir?" 

"  Yes ! — you  opened  your  eyes,  and 
looked  straight  at  me,  before  you  dealt  the 
blow." 

"  But  people  half  awake,  Mr.  Nettings, 
you  kn — " 

"  Silence,  sir !  You  recognised  me  — 
I'm  confident  of  it.  We'll  balance  accounts 
on  this  score  by-and-bye ;  but  at  present  I 
desire  to  know  how  you  had  the  mad  pre- 
sumption to  set  Mr.  Cocker  a'fire ?" 


Fire,  sir — Mr.  Cocker — me-e-e! 


!" 
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"  Yes  [  you  can  show  innocence  with  n 
very  smooth  face,  I  know — but — " 

"  Well  then,  sir,  I  swear  I  didn't ;  and 
you  may  believe  me  now,  if  you  never  did 
before." 

This  asseveration  persuaded  the  sus- 
pecter  that  he  was  in  error  this  time,  and 
a  case  of  alibi  proved ;  for  he  knew  that  the 
denial  came  from  lips  that  never  uttered  an 
untruth — so  he  went  elsewhere  in  quest  of 
the  right  criminal — and  without  subjecting 
himself  to  fresh  wounds,  inspected  another 
dormitory,  whose  occupant,  on  being  spoken 
to,  could  not  smother  his  irrestrainable 
laughter  at  the  sight  of  the  hewn  face  be- 
fore him,  and  directly  afterwards  his  guilt 
was  clearly  betrayed,  when  was  exposed  to 
view,  in  full  attire,  the  extended  form  of 
"  Master  Charles  Dickson,"  the  incendiary! 
It  may  be  guessed  what  followed — the  glee- 
ful Cheeky,  the  next  morning  at  breakfast, 
dilated  in  a  tone  of  exultation  on  his  achieve- 
ment, and  boasted  of  having  done  what  no 
one  else  had  dared  to  do — struck  a  superior 
officer — and  that   one,    too,  the  first-lieu- 
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tenant.  "  Yes,"exclaimed  he,  "  I've  polished 
him  off  at  last,  and  he'll  be  in  dock  under- 
going repair  for  some  time  to  come.  His 
figure-head  wants  mending,  and  no  mistake. 
He  tried  to  draw  me  into  an  argument,  but 
I  wouldn't  bandy  words  with  him;  for  I 
preferred  letting  the  case  rest  entirely  on 
its  own  merits." 

Shortly  after  this  there  was  a  quarter- 
deck examination  of  Messrs.  Cocker  and 
Dickson.  The  inebriety  of  the  former  was 
once  more  proved  against  him — the  hitter's 
vicious  propensities  were  once  more  en- 
larged upon,  and  reprobated. 

It  may'  be  conceived  strange  that  Mr. 
Cocker's  inordinate  taste  for  imbibition 
should  not  already  have  been  visited  with 
the  forfeiture  of  his  position,  which  would 
doubtless  have  been  the  natural  result  of 
his  habits,  had  not  his  commiserative  cap- 
tain from  time  to  time  yielded  to  his  sup- 
plications for  forgiveness,  on  feeling  that  he 
had  served  long  and  zealously,  was  most 
quiet  and  inoffensive  in  disposition,  and  had 
never  been  seen  in  the  slightest  degree 
top-heavy  from  the  time  he  got  up  in  the 
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morning  till  within  an  hour  of  the  period 
he  retired  for  the  night — and  whenever 
he  did  exceed,  which,  by-the-bye,  was  not  at 
very  short  intervals,  he  invariably  worked 
most  laboriously  the  next  day,  by  way  of 
settling  the  matter  with  his  conscience. 
He  had  toiled  on  a  score  of  years,  or  so, 
most  indefatigably,  but  the  oasis  he  looked 
to  for  refreshing  relief  was  not  attained. 
He  was,  however,  only  one  of  many  ex- 
amples of  the  slow  promotion  of  a  most 
deserving  and  ill-rewarded  class,  whose 
extremely  useful  services,  close  application 
to  their  fatiguing  duties,  acknowledged  zeal, 
and  characteristic  contentment,  merit  bet- 
ter emoluments  and  quicker  advancement. 
Disappointment,  growing  at  length  into 
despondency  and  despair,  drives  many  an 
unfortunate  man  to  seek  some  solace  in  the 
deceitful  and  destructive  joys  the  tempting 
bottle  offers — and  such  was  the  history  of 
William  Cocker's  commencement  of  an  evil 
course;  when  he  saw  no  prospect  of  gaining 
the  rank  he  felt  he  was  entitled  to.  *  Am 
I  never  to  be  a  purser?'  he'd  often  exclaim, 
when  excited  by  an  extra  glass — Echo 
VOL.  III.  K 
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answered,  '  never ;'  so  he  went  on  sipping 
till  he  became  indifferent  as  to  whether  he 
exchanged  his  state  or  not.  But  at  that 
period,  it  must  be  explained,  the  extra  title 
of  paymaster  had  not  been  awarded  in  lieu 
of  an  increase  to  half-pay. 

Many  were  the  pranks  played  upon  the 
submissive  penman.  He  was  addicted  to 
the  common  habit,  that  cannot  be  too  loudly 
condemned,  of  sleeping  with  his  mouth  open, 
and  eyes  only  half  closed,  which,  besides 
interfering  with  the  natural  set  of  the  coun- 
tenance, induces  those  discordant  sounds 
that  must  greatly  diminish  the  nocturnal 
happiness  of  a  wakeful  husband  or  wife, 
whose  feelings  of  admiration,  too,  must  for 
the  time  be  suspended  whilst  contemplating 
a  face  (at  no  time  improved  by  the  article 
surmounting  it)  in  the  state  referred  to ;  its 
fixed  expression  being  such  as  to  justify  the 
mental  exclamation — 

<'  So  altered  are  thy  face  and  mien, 
'T  were  perjury  to  love  thee  now." 

It  was  no  uncommon  occurrence,  when 
the  aforesaid  officer  had  his  organ  open,  for 
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one  of  his  many  disturbers  to  insert  a  lighted 
cigar  therein,  which  sometimes  remained 
emitting  its  fragrant  vapour,  till  a  sentry 
probably  came  to  remove  it,  or  the  uncon- 
scious smoker  was  awoke  thereby.  Upon 
occasions,  he  was  unquestionably  a  very 
sound  sleeper,  a  circumstance  which  was  one 
night  taken  advantage  of  thus.  Two  youths 
lashed  him  up  cautiously  in  his  hammock, 
with  his  head  just  out,  whilst  an  assistant 
at  either  end  was  prepared  to  unfasten  the 
laniard  from  the  beam.  This  part  of  the 
process  he  slept  through;  and  it  was  not 
until  he  was  stowed  in  the  waist  netting, 
face  to  the  wind  and  spray,  that  he  disco- 
vered he  had  exchanged  the  horizontal  for 
the  vertical.  To  say  that  he  was  bewildered, 
scarcely  implies  the  state  of  his  thoughts, 
when  he  found  himself  tightly  swathed  and 
in  the  open  air,  the  sound  of  the  agitated 
water  to  windward  tending  to  increase  his 
feeling  of  perplexity  and  discomfort. 

"  You  dare  call  out,  William,"  said  one  of 

the  convulsed  starers,  "  and  we'll  launch  you 

overboard."    "You'd  much  better  be  silent," 

remarked  another,  "  or  you'll  expose  your- 

K  2 
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self."  "Oh,  let  him  sing  out,"  observed  a 
third ;  "Fm  sure  even  old  Net  would  approve 
of  our  trying  to  reform  him."  But  this 
opinion  did  not  seem  to  be  the  pervading 
one  amongst  the  actors ;  for  presently,  when 
the  officer  of  the  watch  was  noticed  crossing 
the  deck,  Mr.  Cocker  was  suddenly  pulled 
forth,  and  borne  away  forward  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  four  laughers,  and  thence 
below.   ' 

But  the  practical  joke  that  had  caused 
him  the  largest  measure  of  posterior  irrita- 
tion was  one  enacted  by  three  brother  offi- 
cers on  shore,  with  whom  he  had  made  up 
a  convivial  quartet  at  dinner.  In  the 
course  of  the  repast,  a  warm  discussion  took 
place  on  the  subject  of  "  keeping  the  ship's 
books,  and  the  mode  of  calculating  the  vic- 
tualling of  a  certain  number  of  men  for  a 
certain  time."  On  both  tliese  points,  the 
long  experience  of  the  senior  enabled  him  to 
speak  with  confidence;  and  he  even  took 
upon  himself  to  affirm  that  the  other  de- 
baters were  all  egregiously  incorrect  in  their 
ideas. 

"  We'll  have  him  presently,"  said  one  of 
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tlie  party.  *'  Ply  him  well — he'll  suck  like 
a  snipe — und  then " 

"  You're  quite  right,  Cocker,"  exclaimed 
one  of  the  set;  "you  must  know  more  about 
these  things  than  we,  so  of  course  we've  no- 
thing more  to  say.  Help  yourself,  old  fellow 
— you  seem  afraid  to  touch  the  bottle  at  all. 
Come,  fill  up,  and  pass  round  cheerly." 

This  urgent  request  was  not  disregarded ; 
nor  was  there  any  necessity  to  repeat  it 
afterwards.  The  quantity  of  liquid  ex- 
pended was  the  best  proof  of  its  being  ap- 
proved of  by  all  present.  But,  by  and  by,  the 
veteran's  face  bore  evidence  of  increasing 
drowsiness.  The  nods  came  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  table;  and  in  due  course  it 
was  considered  that  he  was  as  insensible  as 
it  was  desired  he  should  be;  so  he  was  laid 
on  the  hearth-rug,  divested  of  one  of  his 
garments,  and  a  portion  of  his  body  painted ; 
not  like  an  ancient  Briton,  blue,  but  green, 
and  the  part  turned  towards  the  fire  to  dry, 
where  he  was  left  till  the  colour  was  war- 
ranted "  not  to  run !" 
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CHAPTER  XL 

The  goodly  craft  that  for  nearly  tbree  years 
has  been  "  a  happy  home"  to  all  on  board, 
has  now  turned  her  back  on  her  old  haunts, 
passed  between  the  Pillars  of  Hercules,  steer- 
ing westward ;  and,  by  and  by,  is  discerned 
the  never-to-be-forgotten  Cape,  where  Bri- 
tain achieved  her  latest  naval  victory,  and 
lost  her  best-beloved  and  most  heroic  son. 

The  sight  of  this  immortalized  headland 
at  once  presented  to  the  imagination  the 
stirring  spectacle,  the  memorable  events,  of 
that  triumphant  day !  Yes,  the  vivid  pic- 
ture rose  fresh  before  the  mind.  The  two 
long  lines  of  England's  stoutest  champions 
slowly  nearing  the  goal  of  their  eager  aspira- 
tions, the  fire  of  the  enemy,  awaiting,  in 
extended  crescent-form,  the  coming  attack 
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of  those  whose  very  aspect  spoke  of  confi- 
dence and  exultation,  as  with  all-expanded 
wings,  to  catch  and  curry  favour  with  the 
unpropitious  zephyrs  that  barely  permitted 
advance,  they  hurry  on,  evidently  impatient 
for  the  fray.  And  could  the  foe,  as  they 
beheld  the  unmistakeable  tokens  of  anxiety 
to  commence  the  contest,  but  have  seen  the 
grand  mover  of  the  courageous  fellows  who 
filled  the  approaching  fortresses,  flitting 
about  the  warlike,  Avell-named  vessel  that 
proudly  displayed  his  conquering  flag,  deli- 
vering his  last  instructions,  and  keenly  ani- 
mating by  his  very  presence  his  ^^voted 
crew,  as  they  stood  to  their  trusty  guns, 
divested  of  encumbering  clothing,  stripped 
to  a  flannel  vest,  or,  may  be,  bared  still 
more,  with  loins  begirt  with  neckerchiefs, 
exhibiting  their  muscular  bodies  and  brawny 
arms,  denoting  power  to  wield  with  equal 
vigour  a  handspike  or  a  weapon  j  eagerly 
imbibing  his  impressive  words,  and  drawing 
presage  of  success  from  his  elated  looks — 
ay,  could  they,  too,  but  have  heard  and 
comprehended  the  import  of  those  vociferous 
triple  cheers  that  resounded  through  the 


200  ARTHUR  MONTAGUE;    OK, 

fleet,  caught  up  from  ship  to  ship,  when  the 
happy  signal,  appealing  to  the  inmost  feel- 
ings of  the  oldest  veteran  and  the  youngest 
youth,  lit  up  the  countenances  of  all  with 
joyous  enthusiasm,  and  made  every  breast 
beat  quick,  with  burning  resolution,  "to  do 
or  die !"  verily  then,  ere  the  onslaught  com- 
menced, might  have  been  divined  the  issue 
of  the  pending  encounter,  and  the  amount 
of  carnage  and  defeat  in  store  for  them. 

On  move,  in  ominous  silence,  the  im- 
posing columns  brooding  mischief.  The 
business  of  the  day  now  opens.  Single  shots, 
curving  through  the  air,  signify  the  wish  to 
ascertain  when  more  should  follow.  At 
length,  one  takes  effect;  whole  broadsides 
quick  succeed;  eight  vessels  concentrate 
their  lateral  fire  on  one,  the  one  that  bears 
the  man  they  dread. 

The  outrigged  booms  are  snapped  and 
fall;  the  sulky  stun' sails  yield  their  help  no 
more;  and  but  for  the  sanctioning  swell, 
that  furnishes  an  onward  impulse,  no  further 
ground  is  gained. 

But  where  is  the  chieftain  of  the  allied 
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host?*  His  Hag  is  noAvhere  seen,  and 
glasses  seek  in  vain!  He  deems  conceal- 
ment prudent.  Not  so  his  rival,  who  wishes 
all  to  know  his  whereabout,  and  holds  out 
many  a  sign.  And  Avhat  are  now  his 
thoughts  ?  ay,  what  his  thoughts,  from  the 
ecstatic  instant  his  sharp-eyed  frigates  an- 
nounced the  longed-for  enemy  in  sight  to 
the  thrilling  moment  when  he  views  his 
valiant  comrade,  Collingwood,  who  had  out- 
stripped him  in  the  race  to  reach  the  win- 
ning-post, pierce  the  central  ranks,  and 
inllict  the  first  well-planted  blow,  as  he 
rounds  the  lofty  stern  of  a  huge  antagonist, 
and  pours  forth  his  formidable  broadsides, 
making  every  timber  tremble,  overturning 
guns,  and  sending,  at  one  fell  swoop,  to  their 
last  account  some  scores  of  luckless  souls. 
Then,  muzzle  to  muzzle,  engaging  his  stag- 
gering opponent,  and  receiving  the  while 
the  fatal  lire  of  other  adversaries,  rushing 
to  the  rescue.  But  presently  a  succouring 
friend  brings   timely   aid :    and  now  "  the 

*  Admiral  Villcneuve's  flag  could  not  be  made 
out  flving. 

k3 


202  ARTHUIl  MONTAGUE  ;   OK, 

observed  of  all  observers  "  enters  the  arena, 
threading  his  way,  vauntingiy  and  in  silence, 
throngh  the  hostile  file,  assailed  on  every 
side.  Bruise  after  bruise  he  bears  with 
calmness,  but  will  not  yet  reply,  despising 
the  fiery  uproar  of  inferior  foes,  till  he  per- 
ceives it  is  time  he  should  retaliate.  So  now 
a  ponderous  well-charged  piece  smites  a  stern 
in  passing,  scattering  its  dense  shower  of 
leaden  balls,  shivering  each  fragile  pane, 
crumbling  the  light  wood-work,  and  laying 
low  many  of  the  startled  multitude  who  line 
the  exposed  deck. 

After  this  greeting,  he  glides  on,  bidding 
adieu  with  triple-shotted  salutations,  dis- 
daining further  parley,  and  only  intent  on 
grappling  with,  despite  the  goadings  from 
divers  quarters,  the  one  that  promises  the 
largest  share  of  work  and  glory:  an  ex- 
ample ably  emulated  by  his  bold  assistants 
now  assembling  on  the  scene,  and,  in  execu- 
tion of  his  mandates,  singling  out  their 
equals  or  superiors. 

And  now  the  deafening  din  of  war  indeed 
begins !     Yes,  directly  he  whose  chivalry  on 
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the  deep  his  followers  ever  looked  to  for  the 
increase  of  renown,  cried 

"  Havoc,  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war." 

oh,  what  a  scene  of  sanguinary  strife  was 
there,  as  all  became  commingled  in  one  vast 
mass  of  fierce  contention,  each,  actuated  by 
impelling  ardour,  striving,  might  and  main, 
to  '*  sink,  burn,  or  destroy."  Here,  there — 
ay,  everywhere  —  the  furious  combatants 
pitted  against  each  other,  or  sustaining 
singly  more  than  a  due  share  of  battering. 
In  all  directions,  either  measuring  strength, 
or  closely  linked  in  deadly  struggle,  or,  may 
be,  kept  at  bay,  and  powerless  to  lay  a  gal- 
ling foe  on  board.  The  dire  agents  of  de- 
struction now  shoot  like  lightning  from  out 
long  broken  tiers  of  flashing  flame  and  banks 
of  mantling  smoke — sometimes  coming  in 
contact  with  their  kind,  winging  an  oppo- 
site flight,  or  burying  themselves  deep,  with 
terrific  crash,  in  splintered  hulls,  ripping 
their  furrowed  sides,  dismounting  guns, 
e veiling  masts,  shattering  spars,  rending 
s  ails,  or  cutting  shrouds  or  stays  asunder ! 
The  bright  mid-day  sun  is  shedding  his 


204  ARTHUR  MONTAGUE;    OR, 

gleaming  rays  on  the  angry  belligerents,  and 
imparting  a  gloss  to  the  glassy  sea,  whose 
aspect  is  not  in  harmony  with  what  is 
passing  on  its  surface,  whereon  are  met,  to 
settle  by  one  conclusive  tussle,  the  jarring 
interests  of  rival  nations,  the  strongest 
pugilists  each  can  put  forth :  France  strain- 
ing her  utmost;  Spain  staking  her  all  on 
the  hazard  of  a  die;  England  contemning 
their  joint  efforts,  and  confident  of  chas- 
tising both  for  rashly  daring  to  dispute  her 
sovereignty  on  her  own  domain. 

And  what  is  now  going  on  on  board  the 
far-famed  ship  from  which  tlie  others  take 
their  cue,  and  how  is  she  employed?  Em- 
bracing with  killing  hug  a  meet  adversary, 
whose  prowess  and  resistance  prove  it  is 
honourable  as  well  as  perilous  to  engage  her, 
and  whose  state  declares  she  is  in  the  hands 
of  an  unsparing  punisher,  who  whilst  bela- 
bouring unfiaggingly  is  forced  to  quench 
the  incipient  fire  the  unremitting  cannon 
cause,  as  from  the  touching  battery  outpour 
the  implements  of  havoc  that  cleave  her  al- 
most in  twain.  But  the  oppressed  one  bears 
the  brunt  full  well,  although,  forsooth,  she's 
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jammed  between  two  murderous  graspers; 
one  of  them,  however,  is  chitched  by  a  stal- 
-wart  coadjutor  of  the  overpowered,  and 
thus  are  the  four  cemented,  as  it  were,  in 
one  united  group. 

Now  the  stubborn,  valorous  sons  of 
Gaul,  exhaust  their  last  remaining  strength, 
and  strive  to  clamber,  mount,  and  board 
— a  fatal  essay. 

Shouts  of  defiance,  a  terrific  rush,  a 
desperate  charge,  and  they're  repulsed :  fall- 
ing, leaping,  or  flung  back  inboard,  carry- 
ing with  them  marks  of  the  pike's  point, 
the  bayonet's  jagged  wound,  or  cutlass'  keen 
blow. 

'Tis  now  an  hour,  or  more,  since  the  mortal 
work  begun — Nelson,  the  dauntless  Nelson, 
paces  the  raised  platform  off  which  so  many 
have  been  already  mown. 

The  doom  of  the  master-spirit  is  pre-^ 
paring.  His  precious  life  is  nearly  spent — • 
the  messenger  of  death  receives  the  final 
thrust,  the  rifle's  raised,  the  aim  secured, 
the  trigger  pulled,  and — the  stricken  hero 
Ms! 

Three  sturdy  heart-pierced  tars  dart  to 
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their  prostrate  chief,  uplift  the  slender, 
blood-stained  form,  and  solemnly,  with  tear- 
ful eyes,  remove  from  sight  the  being  whose 
loss  will  fill  the  breasts  of  all  with  poignant 
woe! 

With  covered  tace,  he's  borne  below,  con- 
scious that  his  hour  is  come,  and  ere  his 
fleeting  breath  has  left  him  speechless,  he 
asks — he  asks — and  o'er  his  pallid  face  is 
spread  a  transient  smile  of  triumph,  as 
the  echoing  hurrahs  above  announce  that 
another  and  another  have  succumbed,  and 
that  his  glorious  end  is  crowned  with  vic- 
tory! 

The  battle  rages  still  wdth  ruthless  ire, 
though  some  have  fled  and  others  yielded, 
and  though  the  climax  is  passed,  the  havoc 
still  proceeds  :  hecatombs  of  slain  and 
maimed  attest  the  extent  of  human  devasta- 
tion! Crippled  and  helpless  fabrics  show 
the  violence  of  the  encounter. 

Still,  where  a  mast-stump  stands  or 
stay  remains  unsevered,  the  boastful  union- 
jack  is  seen,  hanging,  perhaps,  in  shreds, 
but  saying  the  words — "  Strike — never !" 

'Tis    now  just    three, — the  firing  Ian- 
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guishes, — the  dying  hero's  mute!  but  the 
vital  spark  still  lingers.  Two  hours  later 
the  clamour  ceases ;  the  conqueror's  spirit  has 
flown !  In  all,  five  awful  hours  have  sped 
since  the  destroying  work  commenced,  and 
hundreds  upon  hundreds  have  been  launched 
into  eternity !  But  not  without  some  after 
mitigation  to  the  sorrow  of  the  widow  and 
the  fatherless,  as  the  plaudits  of  a  grateful 
nation  proclaim  how  hallowed  are  they  all 
and  each  in  the  memories  of  their  admiring 
countrymen ! 

The  deep  for  miles  is  strewed  with 
evidences  of  the  furious  fray, — masts  with 
their  net- work  cordage,  charred  bulwarks, 
yard-arms,  vestiges  of  boats  !  Victors,  too, 
showing  at  how  dear  a  cost  conquest  has 
been  won,  and  matching,  in  disastrous  looks, 
the  prizes  they  have  gained. 

Here,  needy  hulls  in  tow  by  unscathed 
frigates,  acting  as  friends  in  need.  There, 
dismembered  vessels  making  every  effort 
to  find  substitutes  for  lost  limbs !  There, 
others  trying  to  keep  tottering  ones  from 
falling  !  There,  the  less  injured  unbending 
the  remnants  of  tattered  or  riddled  sails ! 
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See  there !  the  new  chief,  well  fitted  for 
the  task,  moving  to  and  fro  in  one  of  the 
fleet  coursers  of  the  ocean,  collecting  his 
scattered  forces  and  disfigured  captures, 
and  gazing  wistfully  at  the  routed  fugitives 
fleeing  to  seaward  or  to  port,*  sadly  bely- 
ing the  predictions  of  their  over-sanguine 
leader,  f 

Short-lived,  however,  are  the  buoyant 
expectations  of  the  vanquishers!  An  un- 
pitying  storm  arises  to  harass  and  endanger. 
Noble  their  efforts,  uniting  skill,  humanity. 


■^  Four  French  got  clear  off;  five  French  and  six 
Spanish  into  Cadiz;  the  rest  of  the  allied  fleet — 
viz.,  nine  of  each — were  captured. 

t  Admiral  Villeneuve,  the  commander-in-cliief, 
before  the  action,  had  said — "  There  is  nothing  to 
alarm  us  in  the  sight  of  an  English  fleet.  Tiieir 
74-gun-ships  have  not  500  men  on  board;  the  sea- 
men are  harassed  by  a  two  years'  cruise  ;  they  are 
not  more  brave  than  we  are  ;  they  have  infinitely 
fewer  motives  to  fight  well,  and  possess  less  love  of 
country.  They  are  skilful  at  manoeuvring.  In  a 
month  we  shall  be  as  much  so  as  tiiey  arc.  In  fine, 
everything  unites  to  inspire  us  with  hopes  of  the 
most  glorious  success,  and  of  a  new  era  for  the 
imperial  marine." 
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and  daring.  Regardless  of  self,  they  speed 
to  succour  those  who  call  the  loudest  for  im- 
mediate aid.  The  gale  gathers  augmented 
strength,  and  with  its  growth  the  work 
increases.  The  able  help  the  weak.  There, 
a  crazy  hulk,  indented  w-ith  many  a  scar, 
is  settling  fast,  and  in  the  impenetrable 
gloom  of  night's  worst  darkness,  sucks  in 
at  every  chink  the  fatal  freight  that  bears 
her  quick  below ! 

Some  who  so  recently  had  trod  her 
smooth  decks  with  pride  and  hope,  now 
share  her  doom  ;  whilst  others,  huddling, 
shivering,  cling  to  a  precarious  raft,  their 
cries  kept  down  by  the  overruling  voice  of 
the  infuriate  tempest. 

At  length,  when  all  are  seized  by  over- 
whelming despair,  deliverance  is  at  hand. 
Rescuers  grope  their  way  to  the  spot  to 
which  shrill  shouts  direct  them;  and  thus 
are  the  remnant  saved.  But  numerous  the 
catastrophes  on  every  side,  and  perilous  the 
position  of  all — so  little  separated  from  a 
grim  lee-shore ! 

Now,  five  of  the  reinvigorated  runaways 
steal  forth  from  their  retreat  to  pounce  upon 
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such  of  the  prizes  as  in  their  extremity 
seem  to  promise  them  an  easy  prey. 

Success  rewards  their  foray.  They  seize 
some  of  the  stolen  flock,  and  hasten  back 
to  shelter;  but  one  of  the  marauders  pays 
forfeit,  and  lays  bulged  and  breaking  on  the 
sharp  and  craggy  rocks ;  the  roaring,  foam- 
ing, rolling,  high-crested  surges  sweeping 
impetuously  with  resistless  fury  over  the 
splitting  wreck,  tearing  from  their  iron 
fastenings  the  started  timbers,  and  hurling 
them  afar,  uprooting  the  very  vitals,  and 
casting  them  in  air,  crushing,  smashing, 
sundering,  sinking,  and  sounding  the  fune- 
ral knell  of  countless  victims,  who  have 
either  descended  to  the  oozy  bottom  of  the 
unrevealing  deep,  or  float  in  rigid  lifeless- 
ness  amid  the  fragments  of  their  riven 
vessel,  to  be  dashed  upon  the  surf-bound 
strand !  How  harrowing  the  sight  to  lookers 
on,  debarred  from  offering  help ! 

Calamities  multiply,  and  every  quarter 
shoAvs  some  scene  of  sore  distress,  and  bold 
relief!  Captors  turned  friends,  and  foemen 
now  no  more !  Life,  jeopardized  to  save 
those  whom  'twas  sought  to  slaughter  just 
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before !  The  rocks  receive  more  sacrifices. 
Elsewhere  some  meet  with  scarce  a  milder 
fate.  Here,  in  quick  haste,  a  tow  line's 
cut  to  escape  being  dragged  into  the  vortex 
made  by  a  suddenly  disappearing  mass. 
There,  an  unwieldy  agitated  form  scrapes 
along  the  appalling  shore,  intent  on  gaining 
freedom.  Deceitful  hope !  the  grating  keel 
creates  dismay,  and,  ere  there's  time  for 
action,  she  separates,  and  all  are  lost ! 
Whilst  at  the  self- same  moment  maybe  seen 
another  doomed  one  straining  at  her  trea- 
cherous anchors,  rolling  her  ruined  hull  to 
the  very  topworks,  enlarging  gaping  shot- 
holes,  widening  seams,  loosening  at  every 
joint,  and  preparing  for  that  rapacious  maw 
that  yearns  to  swallow  her.  Her  im- 
perilled crew,  wildly  excited,  flying  from  spot 
to  spot,  perplexed  to  devise  some  means  of 
reaching  their  brave  deliverers,  who  loudly 
hail,  advise,  incite,  as  they  hover  around  in 
imminent  hazard,  but  thoughtless  of  them- 
selves. Deeper  and  deeper  becomes  the  ex- 
piring bark!  "  Sauve  qui  pent"  is  the 
cry  !  Swarms  of  distracted  beings  fling 
themselves  headlong  from  off  the  craft  that 
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bids  them  trust  to  her  no  more !  The  most 
expert  are  saved,  —  the  largest  section 
struggle  for  a  moment,  and  are  gone,  and 
with  them  sinks  the  drenched  monster  who's 
given  the  final  plunge ! 

How  fast  the  number  of  the  prizes  lessen  !* 
for  many  that  the  gale's  inclined  to  spare, 
are  scuttled,  fired,  and  given  as  food  to  the 
insatiate  deep,  by  those  who  dread  being 
robbed  in  a  worse  manner  of  the  fruits  of 
their  well-earned  triumph. 

Now,  when  the  elements  have  ceased 
their  turmoil,  the  thoughts  of  the  victors 
are  turned  to  prayer,  and,  at  the  command 
of  their  pious  chief,  they  all  at  the  same 
moment,  and  with  one  accord,  kneel  before 
that  God  who  has  vouchsafed  to  them  the 
victory,  and,  with  grateful  hearts,  exclaim, 
"  We  gat  not  this  by  our  own  sword,  neither 
was  it  our  own  arm  that  saved  us;  but  thy 
riglit  hand  and  thine  arm,  and  the  light  of 
thy  countenance,  because  thou  hadst  a 
favou  r  unto  us !      Therefore  not  unto  us 

''■  What  with  four  recaptures,  seven  wrecks,  &c., 
and  four  purposely  destroyed,  only  four  remained  as 
transportable  booty. 
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0  Lord:  not  unto  us;  but  unto  thy  name 
be  given  the  glory !" 

The  ravages  of  battle  are  now  being  made 
good.  Still,  day  by  day  some  wounded 
warrior  breathes  his  last.  Frequent  the 
mournful  tolling  of  the  warning  bell !  Four 
messmates  bear  the  bier,  a  grating ;  a  flag, 
the  pall.  They  mount  to  join  the  waiting 
concourse.  Now,  on  the  opened  gangway's 
edge  is  laid  the  corpse,  enshrouded  in  the 
sack  in  which  it  long  had  swung.  The 
gazes  of  the  whole  fall  on  the  spot.  The 
Gospel's  minister  unfolds  the  sacred  book, 
and,  in  a  solemn  tone,  reads  forth  the  im- 
pressive ritual.  "  Grieve  not,"  says  he,  "  as 
those  who  have  not  Hope,  but  rather  trust 
he'll  reap  the  reward  of  Faith :  *  Whoever 
believeth  shall  live,  though  he  die.'  The 
body  perisheth, — the  soul's  immortal,  and 
when  it  flits  from  its  earthly  tabernacle, 
flies  to  its  Maker's  side,  if  worthy  of  accep- 
tance through  a  Eedeemer's  merits!" 

Such  the  import  ofhis  words.  Then,  as  he 
speaks  of  "  our  dear  brother  here  departed," 
the  bier  is  sloped,  the  cords  arranged,  and, 
simultaneous   with    the    measured    words, 
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"  commit  his  body  to  the  deep,"  the  ropes 
are  loosened,  out  slides  the  weighted  corse, 
and  with  an  eddying  splash,  sinks  beneath 
the  closing  wave,  to  gain  its  resting-place, 
until  "  the  last  trump  "  shall  call  from  the 
lowest  depths  the  myriads  they've  received. 
The  crowd  disperse  in  silence,  but  scarce  in 
gloom,  and  as  some  feeling's  touched,  a  head 
is  shook,  and,  in  a  requiem's  lieu,  comes 
forth  the  words — "  Poor  Jack!" 

From  Cape  Trafalgar  we  had  a  quick 
run  to  Lisbon,  and  soon  became  acquainted 
with  the  charms  of  Cintra  and  the  beauties 
on  the  banks  of  the  Tagus,  and  likewise 
experienced  the  substantial  advantages  of 
acquaintance  with  British  merchants — the 
never-failing  friends  of  naval  officers  in 
every  quarter  of  the  globe ;  holding  forth  the 
hand  of  good  fellowship  and  cordial  friend- 
ship,— entertaining  with  the  splendid  libe- 
rality characteristic  of  the  class  in  whatsoever 
clime  they  are  met,  and  striving  in  every  way 
to  render  those  joyous  who  chance  to  come 
within  range  of  their  all-absorbing  hospi- 
tality. 

Several  pleasure  excursions  were  made,  to 
go  up  the  river,  and  nothing  could  exceed 
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the  delightfulness  of  these  trips,  in  the  pic- 
nic style,  with  more  than  a  common  sprink- 
ling of  those,  without  whose  enlivening 
society  men  would  indeed  find  nought  en- 
joyable in  rustic  carousals.  Yes,  our  dear 
countrywomen,  in  that  quarter,  could  boast 
of  owning  attractions,  that,  combined  with 
their  untiring  kindness,  took  all  hearts  by 
storm.  At  all  times,  in  all  seasons,  they 
were  ready  to  evince  a  desire  to  make  all 
who  came  within  their  cheerful  influence, 
happy  and  '  at  home' — and  sure  it  is,  such 
efforts  are  never  undervalued  by  the  sensi- 
tive sons  of  Neptune,  who  are  not  bad  ap- 
praisers of  civilities  shown  them — and  often 
carry  to  their  graves  the  grateful  recollec- 
tion of  intimacies  thus  formd  casually  whilst 
on  service. 

Great  always  was  the  excitement  on 
board  when  preparations  were  being  made 
to  start  upon  one  of  these  along-shore 
cruises — looking  for  the  spot  offering  the 
strongest  temptations  to  land;  and  there 
were  many  Sanchos  ready  to  lend  a  provi- 
dent eye  to  the  wallet.  All,  of  course, 
couldn't  go,  and  therefore,  those  who  were 
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forced  to  remain  ship-keepers,  viewed  tlie 
departure  of  the  well-filled  boats,  with  some- 
thing akin  to  jealousy.  It  was  upon  one 
of  these  occasions  that  Cheeky  had  formed 
the  determination  to  go,  bidden  or  not, 
coute  que  coute^  as  the  day's  result  promised 
a  full  yield  of  gratification.  So  he  stowed 
himself  away  under  the  head-sheets  of  the 
pinnace,  and  when  at  a  safe  distance  from 
the  ship,  emerged  from  his  concealment,  to 
the  amusement  of  all,  who  knew  what  would 
be  the  penalty  of  his  having  come  away 
without  leave.  It  so  happened,  that  this 
day  a  most  lovely  locale  was  selected  for  the 
halting-place,  which  was  surrounded  by  the 
most  beautiful  panoramic  view  possible,  and 
everybody  was  enraptured  with  the  scenery, 
which  was  expatiated  on  piecemeal,  during 
the  discussion  of  the  contents  of  the  divers 
baskets,  that  sent  forth  their  individual 
contributions  for  the  general  weal.  It  v/as 
during  this  part  of  the  day's  proceedings, 
that  an  inquisitive,  or  perhaps  hungry, 
friar,  if  such  a  thing  is  to  be  met  with, 
was  detected  hovering  about  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, peering  through  the  foliage  of  an 
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adjacent  vineyard,  and  on  the  instant  the 
discovery  was  made,  several  of  tlie  party 
jumped  to  their  feet  togetlier,  and  gave 
chase  to  the  now  alarmed  and  runaway 
despiser  of  creature  comforts.  Not  being 
built  for  sailing,  the  pursuit  was  a  short 
one,  and  he  wjis  soon  brought  back,  by  main 
force,  and  made  to  sit  down  and  partake  of 
the  fare,  which  it  was  declared  and  denied 
he  had  coveted.  An  admixture  of  cham- 
pagne was  recommended,  refused,  and  after- 
wards taken  with  well-dissembled  reluctance, 
and  then  somebody  proposed  "  giving  him  a 
roll  to  aid  digestion ;"  this  not  being  carried, 
Mr.  Cheeky  commenced  upon  him  on  his 
own  account,  and  compelled  him  to  pull  oft' 
his  coarse  robe,  and  put  on,  in  lieu,  a  uni- 
form coat.  "  Now,  who'll  furnish  the  ill- 
clothed  gentleman  with  a  pair  of  pantaloons," 
he  exclaimed — "No  volunteer?" 

"Oh,  Mr.  Cheeky!"  cried  one  of  the 
young  ladies. 

"  Well,  Miss  Blande,  why  this  horror- 
stricken  countenance?  You  very  much  re- 
mind me  of  a  modest  relative  of  mine,  who, 
in  going  through  a  picture-gallery,  almost 

VOL.  III.  L 
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fainted  at  the  sight  of  Venus  sitting  on  the 
lap  of  Mars." 

*^  You  extraordinary  creature ! — what  will 
you  tell  us  next  1" 

"  Oh,  I've  nothing  to  say,  if  you  all  ob- 
ject to  supply  this  individual  with  the  gar- 
ment he  requires;  but  I  really  think,  if 
none  of  the  gentlemen  are  willing  to  make 
the  sacrifice,  that  one  of  you  well-found 
ladies  might  spare  him  one  of  your  super- 
numerary skirts.  How  you  manage  to 
stand  up  at  all  under  so  much  canvas, 
puzzles  me.  Two  suits  of  sails  bent  at  the 
same  time,  when  one  of  them  ought  to  be 
in  the  store-room.  Well,  how  do  I  look  in 
this  ?  Now,  I  ask  anybody  present,  if  a 
bow,  stern,  broadside,  or  quarter  view  of 
this  chap  encourages  the  idea  that  he  re- 
stricts himself  to  vegetables  and  the  pro- 
duce of  the  limpid  stream.  Here !  you  sir ! 
give  up  the  coat,  and  take  back  your  thread- 
bare vesture ;  such  an  exchange  as  this  would 
be  a  robbery.  Now,  wrap  it  round  your 
well-covered  bones,  and  one,  two,  three,  and 
away !" 

As  he  said  this,  he  got  behind  the  con- 
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fused  stranger,  and  seizing  him  by  the 
shoulders,  pushed  him  over  a  bank,  and  he 
disappeared. 

Presently,  somebody  introduced  riddles, 
which  served  to  afford  amusing  employment ; 
nor  did  a  certain  person  fail  to  take  part 
in  it. 

"  Well,  when  am  I  to  be  allowed  to  pro- 
pound one,"  said  he. 

"Now,  then,  let's  have  it!"  answered  a 
messmate. 

"  So  you  shall — Why  is  a  person  try- 
ing to  find  the  philosopher's  stone  like  Nep- 
tune?" 

A  variety  of  guesses  were  made,  but 
all  wide  of  the  mark;  so  he  exclaimed — 
"No;  you're  all  wrong." 

"  Well,  put  us  right,  then,"  suggested  one 
of  the  group." 

"  Because  he's  a  Sea-king  what  never 
existed." 

"  Now  I'll  give  you  another,  if  the  ladies 
don't  object." 

"  Oh,  yes ! —  pray  do ! — of  course !" — 
cried  several  feminine  voices, 

"  After  so  much  pressing,  I'm  sure  I 
h  2 
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can't  refuse.  Well,  then — Why  is  Miss 
Blande  like  one  of  her  papa's  schooners?" 

"Oh?  why  am  I,  Mr.  Cheeky? — come, 
say  at  once!" 

"  Because  you've  got  more  than  one  pair 
of  stays — at  least,  I  hope  so." 

"  For  shame !"  ejaculated  the  shocked 
damsel,  blushing  up  to  lier  temples,  and  all 
over  her  neck — "  really " 

"  Hush !  Miss  Blande.  Keep  it  darli, 
as  a  drunken  marine  once  said  to  his  cap- 
tain, who  found  him  lying  across  the  cabin 
door." 

The  afternoon  glided  by  as  such  after- 
noons always  did  —  most  agreeably ;  and 
Avhen  the  fast  stream  drifted  back  those  who 
were  now  little  inclined  for  manual  exer- 
tion, many  were  the  complimentary  speeches 
uttered,  and  many  the  regrets  expressed 
that  pic-nic  joys,  like  others,  were  fleeting ! 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

The  "  Felicity"  had  just  dropped  anchor  at 
Spithead,  and  tlie  crew  were  employed  furl- 
ing sails,  Mr.  Nettings  issuing  his  orders  in 
a  stentorian  voice,  as  he  looked  aloft  watch- 
ing proceedings,  when  a  wherry  containing 
two  middle-aged  persons,  male  and  female, 
besides  a  huge  basket,  from  under  the  cover 
of  which  a  knuckle-bone  of  a  leg  of  mutton 
was  protruding,  pulled  up  nearly  alongside, 
but  was  warned  off  by  the  master-at-arms  on 
the  gangway. 

When  this  order  was  given,  the  female 
seemed  much  disappointed,  and  pleaded  very 
hard  to  be  permitted  to  come  on  board;  but 
the  functionary  aforesaid  was  obdurate,  and 
merely  waved  his  hand  and  shook  his  head, 
to  signify  that  it  was  useless  her  continuing 
her  solicitations. 
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She.  however,  persisted  in  her  attempts 
to  gain  her  point. 

"  I  tell  you,  it's  of  no  manner  of  use,  my 
good  woman,"  he  called  out,  growing  tired 
of  her  entreaties;  "  we  shall  have  our  own 
bum-boat  woman  off  presently,  so  you'd 
much  better  take  your  leg  of  mutton  on 
shore  again.  Mrs.  Smart  served  us  very 
well  when  we  fitted  out,  and  the  first  lieu- 
tenant has  given  orders  that  she  is  to  attend 
on  the  ship  paying  off,  and  she's  sure  to  be 
here  almost  immediately.  I  never  knew 
her  late,  however  hard  it  might  be  blowing. 
She  never  takes  no  account  of  the  foul  wea- 
ther flag  at  Gosport,  not  she " 

"What  are  you  talking  about?"  cried 
the  companion  of  the  supplicating  lady,  as 
he  stood  up  in  the  boat  for  an  instant,  but 
its  motion  soon  obliged  him  to  resume  his 
seat. 

"  Take  your  mutton  away,  I  tell  you;  for 
it  shan't  come  on  board,  anyhow." 

"  It's  for  Arthur,"  ejaculated  the  dis- 
tressed female;  "and  there's  a  beef-steak 
pie,  besides  several  other  things  I  was  re- 
commended to  bring  him." 
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"For  wlio,  did  you  say?'' 

"  For  Arthur." 

"  There's  no  such  person  on  board." 

"What!"  she  exclaimed,  emphatically — 
"  what's  that  you  say?" 

"  There's  nobody  of  that  name  on  the 
ship's  books." 

"Good  heavens!  what  do  I  hear?"  she 
shrieked  falling  back  into  the  arms  of  lier 
male  protector,  in  an  incipient  fainting  fit 
threatening  hysterics. 

"  Where  did  he  do  his  duty,  pray?"  de- 
manded the  functionary,  becoming  compas- 
sionate as  he  witnessed  the  distress  his  in- 
formation had  occasioned — "  perhaps  there's 
some  mistake.  Are  you  certain  this  is  the 
right  ship?" 

"  This  is  the  '  Felicity'  frigate— isn't  it?" 
asked  her  companion. 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  then,  I  brought  him  here  myself." 

"When?" 

"Just  three  years  ago,  on  the  twenty- 
third  of  last  month." 

"  Where  were  we?" 

"  At  this  very  place,  I'll  declare,  for  I  re- 
member it  perfectly." 
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*'  You  must  be  wrong,  for  we  didn't  enter 
a  man  after  we  came  to  Spitliead." 

"  I  tell  yoii  I  am  not  wrong.  I  brought 
his  appointment  from  the  Lords  of  the  Ad- 
miralty, and  I  deposited  it  in  the  hands  of 
the  first  lieutenant — a  tall  gentleman  be- 
tween forty  and  fifty,  Avith  hazel  eyes  and 
light  hair." 

"  What  did  he  come  as?" 

"  An  ofiicer,  to  be  sure." 

"An  officer?" 

"  Of  course." 

"Why  didn't  you  say  so,  then,  sir?" 

"  Because  I  took  it  for  granted  you 
knew  who  Arthur  Montague  was." 

"  Arthur  Montague,  sir?  You  never 
said  that  before.  The  lady  only  asked  for 
Arthur." 

"  He's  never  called  anything  else  but 
Arthur  at  home." 

"  He's  always  called  Mr.  Montague  on 
board,  sir." 

"  Then  Arthur  is  here — is  he  ?"  exclaimed 
the  lady,  cheering  up. 

"  Yes,  ma'am — Mr.  Montague,  midship- 
man, is  certainly  on  board;  and  there  he 
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is,  up  in  the  foretop" — pointing  aloft  to  the 
place  named. 

"  Good  heavens ! — there  he  is !"  she  cried, 
looking  up  in  the  direction  pointed  out, 
and  beholding  the  being  she  adored. 

The  sisfht  was  too  much  for  her  over- 
wrou<]fht  feelings  and  weak  nerves.  She 
gave  a  scream,  and  once  more  required 
the  aid  of  her  attentive  husband.  On  re- 
covering, her  countenance  beamed  with  jo}^, 
as  she  again  cast  her  eyes  up  at  the  spot 
where  her  precious  son  had  stood;  but 
having  lost  siglit  of  the  darling  object,  she 
called  out  at  the  top  of  her  voice — 

^'  Arthur !  Arthur ! — where  are  you?" 

These  sounds  reached  the  ears  of  Mr. 
Nettings,  on  the  quarter-deck,  before  ihej 
ascended  to  me,  and  he  immediately 
despatched  a  messenger  to  ascertain  whence 
the  noise  proceeded  that  invaded  the  re- 
quired stillness  around  ;  and  just  as  I 
looked  down,  what  was  my  amazement  on 
beholding  my  beloved  parents  both  standing 
up  in  a  boat  alongside,  apparently  remon- 
strating with  much  warmth  with  somebody 
who  was  addressing  them  from  the  gang- 
L  o 
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way — my  father  holding  out  his  hands 
before  him,  and  my  mother  with  hers 
dasped,  seemingly  much  agitated,  and 
speaking  very  loud. 

This  sight  ought,  no  doubt,  to  have  ex- 
cited feelings  nothing  akin  to  merriment; 
but  it  cannot  be  denied  that  laughter— long, 
loud,  and  deep — convulsed  me  for  some 
minutes,  which  so  surprised  two  foretop- 
men,  who  observed  it,  that  they  looked 
about  to  discover  the  cause,  and  on  per- 
ceiving the  boat  alongside,  one  of  them 
remarked  to  the  other  that  I  was  laughing 

at  a  "b y  old  woman,  kicking  up  a 

b y  row  in  a  boat  alongside,  who  seemed 

to  be  in  liquor,  having  no  doubt  drank  all 
the  gin  she  was  bringing  off  to  some  one  on 
board,  as  the  smell  of  it  was  too  much  for 
her." 

I  pondered  in  my  mind  what  course  I 
ought  to  adopt  with  reference  to  the  im- 
pending interview,  and  I  considered  my 
best  policy  was  to  keep  out  of  sight  till  I 
could  descend,  when  I  purposed  affording 
them  ocular  demonstration  of  my  wonderful 
agility  in    running   down   a   rope   ladder. ' 
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But  upon  reflecting  how  calculated  sucli  a 
spectacle  would  be  to  create  alarm  as  well 
as  astonishment,  I  prudently  abstained  from 
yielding  any  evidence  of  my  powers  in  that 
way,  and  watched  for  an  opportunity  to  get 
down  unseen.  I  will  not  attempt  to  de- 
scribe the  joyous  excitement  of  my  mother 
— the  somewhat  more  controllable  delight 
of  my  father,  when  I  appeared  on  the  gang- 
way, and  forthwith  jumped  down  the  ship's 
side ;  but  I'm  sure  I  shall  receive  credit  for 
my  sagacity  in  deciding  that  it  was  better 
to  go  into  the  boat  to  have  "  the  scene" 
there,  than  to  run  the  risk  of  being  embraced 
in  the  middle  of  the  quarter-deck.  One 
hung  on  my  neck  for  several  minutes,  and 
wept  profusely.  The  other  gazed  at  my 
improved  looks  and  altered  form  with  mani- 
fest pride  and  pleasure. 

''  And  you've  come  back  to  me,  then,  at 
last,  my  blessed  boy,  have  you — after  your 
terrible  absence  and  all  my  sorrows  and 
disappointments !"  she  cried,  in  a  sensitive 
strain,  dropping  tears  as  plentifully  as  if  I 
was  leaving  her  for  ever.  ^'  I  must  see 
where  you've  fed  and  where  you've  slept, 
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and  hear  how  you've  amused  yourself;  and 
I  must  be  introduced  to  the  captain's  wife, 
and  ask  her  whether  you've  had  plenty  of 
everything  you'd  a  fancy  for,  and  if  you'd 
enough  linen,  and  all  sorts  of  questions 
besides." 

"Yes,  I  hope  you  will,"  said  I;  "and 
mind  you  particularly  question  her  as  to 
my  prospects  of  promotion  at  some  future 
period  through  her  interest  at  the  Ad- 
miralty." 

"  I'll  do  whatever  you  wish,  my  darling, 
that  I  will.  Only  tell  me  what  I'm  to  say, 
so  that  there  may  not  be  any  mistake 
about  it." 

"  Mr.  Montague !"  cried  a  voice  from 
above. 

"Yes!"  answered  my  parent,  imagining 
himself  called. 

"  It's  not  you,  sir,  if  you  please — it's  the 
young  gentleman,"  replied  a  round-faced 
tar,  smiling. 

"  Well,  what  is  it,  Hewlett?  Who  wants 
me?" 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  the  fust  leaftenant 
told  me  to  tell  you  that  if  so  be  the  lady 
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would  like  to  come  aboord,  you  can  order 
tbe  chair  to  be  slung  to  hoist  she  in  by, 
as  he  isn't  going  to  get  the  accommodation 
ladder  out." 

"  Very  well." 

"What's  that  he  says?" 

"  The  first  lieutenant  has  very  politely 
sent  word  that  I  may  hoist  my  mother 
in." 

"What's  that,  eh?  eh?  What's  that 
you  say,  Arthur?" 

I  explained  the  matter;  whereupon  she 
declared  a  decided  disinclination  to  trust 
herself  in  such  a  conveyance,  and,  turning 
round  to  my  father,  with  a  timorous  look, 
said — 

"  Is  it  really  safe,  my  dear — should  you 
say?" 

^ '  I  should  say,  decidedly  not,  if  you  ask 
me,"  was  his  discouraging  reply. 

•'Nonsense!"  I  exclaimed;  "surely,  I 
would  not  ask  you  to  do  what's  dangerous !" 

"  Well,  now  I  positively  scarcely  think 
you  would,  my  darling,"  she  cried,  throwing 
her  arms  round  my  neck,  and  beseeching 
me  not  to  deceive  her. 
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I  pointed  out  the  necessity  of  her  placing 
entire  reliance  on  what  I  said,  and  whilst 
I  was  striving  to  overrule  her  objections, 
the  chair  was  eased  over  the  gangway  and 
let  down  into  the  boat  with  a  flag  rolled 
round  it. 

"  What,  in  the  name  of  fortune,  is  this 
for !"  she  ejaculated. 

"  This  is  the  chair,'^  said  I. 

"  What  chair,  Arthur  dearest?'' 

''  It's  for  you." 

'Tor  me^  my  love?" 

"  Yes,  to  take  you  on  board." 

"  To  take  me  wliereV^ 

"  Into  the  ship." 

"  How?  oh,  hoic?  Dear  me!  What  do 
you  mean?" 

"  You'll  see  presently;  it's  all  right — it's 
quite  safe.     Don't  be  frightened." 

''  What  am  I  to  do,  my  dear,"  she  asked, 
again  appealing  to  the  judgment  of  her 
spouse. 

"  If  you  take  my  advice,  you  won't, 
Kebecca,"  he  responded,  with  a  face  ex- 
pressive of  the  utmost  uneasiness  and 
distrust. 
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"  Then  she  can't  get  on  board  at  all, 
for  there's  no  other  way,"  said  I. 

"  Couldn't  I  go  through  that  large  hole?" 
she  inquired,  looking  at  one  of  the  ports. 

"  No;  there's  a  gun  there." 

"Dear  me,  this  is  a  great  trouble;  and 
you  are  confident,  my  loved  child,  that 
unless  I  can  make  up  my  mind  to  be  pulled 
up  in  this  odd-looking  chair " 

"  You'll  not  see  the  room  I  live  in." 

This  intimation  settled  her  wavering 
thoughts.  Hather  than  lose  the  sight  she 
longed  for,  she  gave  her  consent,  and  was 
soon  en  route ^  holding  a  handkerchief  to  her 
eyes,  and  uttering  exclamations  of  alarm; 
but  her  fright  was  necessarily  of  short 
duration,  and  she  was  soon  landed  in  safety 
on  the  deck,  when  I  released  her  from  her 
confinement  and  quieted  her  fears. 

My  father  had,  in  the  meantime,  ma- 
naged to  ascend,  and  directly  he  beheld  his 
liberated  wife,  whose  dismay  had  horrified 
him,  he  rushed  towards  her  and  manifested 
a  great  deal  of  earnest  affection.  My  feel- 
ings, at  that  moment,  were  unquestionably 
unenviable.     A  crowd  of  officers  on  both 
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sides  of  the  deck,  deriving  infinite  amuse- 
ment from  the  serio-comic  scene,  served  to 
randev  poor  Arthur  an  example  of  human 
suffering  under  peculiar  circumstances,  and, 
as  I  caught  the  eye  of  a  certain  jeering  mid, 
whose  countenance  bespoke  extreme  delight 
at  my  uneasiness,  I  really  felt  almost  ready 
to  disown  my  parentage,  and  solicit  sym- 
pathy. Presently,  Mr.  Nettings  most  con- 
siderately advanced  and  Avas  received  by 
the  salutation — 

"  Very  happy  indeed  to  see  you  again, 
sir — permit  me  to  accost  you  as  an  old  and 
familiar  friend.  I  am  thankful,  sir — very 
thankful — you've  returned  at  last.  I've 
often  thought  of  you  when  thinking  of 
Arthur." 

'*  Yes,  sir,  Ave've  got  back  again,  you  see, 
all  safe,  and  I  hope  your  son's  furniture  is 
all  ready  for  him?" 

"  Yes,  that  it  is.  It's  never  been  used." 

''  That's  all  right,  sir,  and  I'm  happy  tc 
be  able  to  give  you  a  good  report  of  him." 

'•  Eejoiced  to  hear  you  say  so,  sir,  for  I 
place  a  great  value  in  your  opinion." 

"  I've  had  some  experience  of  youngs 
sters." 
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"  So  I  should  suppose." 

"  Yes,  indeed !  I  may  say  a  great  deal  of 
experience,  and  I  can  conscientiously  speak 
in  favour  of  his  zeal  and  general  atten- 
tion to  his  duties.  He  has  got  into  little 
scrapes,  now  and  then,  but  his  conduct,  on 
the  Avhole,  has  merited  my  unqualified  ap- 
probation, and  he  has  turned  out  a  great 
deal  better  than  I  had  imy  reason  to  antici* 
pate." 

"  Oh,  I'm  very  glad  you've  liked  him  so 
much,  and  found  him  a  pleasant  companion ; 
I  was  sure  you  would  if  he  took  a  fancy  to 
you ;  l)ut  I  was  afraid  he  was  offended  about 
the " 

"  Your  son  and  Mrs.  Montague  have  left 
us,  sir,"  said  the  lieutenant,  smiling — wish- 
ing to  shift  the  subject. 

"Dear  me  I — so  they  have!  I  suppose 
they  have  gone  doAvn  stairs ;  I'll  go  in  search 
of  them." 

On  arriving  on  the  main  deck  he  turned 
to  his  left  and  walked  towards  a  closed  door, 
and  was  on  the  point  of  seizing  hold  of  the 
handle  to  enter  when  a  sentry,  Avalking  to 
and  fj'o  very  consequentially  before  it.  caught 
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his  arm  and  asked  what  business  he  had 
going  into  the  captain's  cabin  without  leave. 

This  rough  mode  of  noticing  a  mistake 
did  not  at  all  accord  with  the  innocent  in- 
truder's notions  of  propriety  and  civility,  so 
he  censured  the  soldier  for  his  total  want  of 
courtesy,  and  suggested  his  being  more  cir- 
cumspect in  his  conduct  in  future,  if  he 
aimed  at  gaining  the  esteem  of  his  fellow- 
creatures. 

This  advice,  though  excellent  of  its  kind, 
served  only  to  arouse  the  anger  of  the  guar- 
dian of  the  invaded  sanctuary,  who,  con- 
scious of  the  power  vested  in  him,  de- 
manded, in  an  authoritative  tone,  an  ex- 
planation from  the  imagined  offender. 

"  I  shall  not  deign  to  have  any  more  con- 
versation with  you,"  answered  the  indignant 
stranger;  *'  for  you  have  deported  yourself 
very  indecorously,  and  I  entertain  a  very 
unfavourable  opinion  of  your  character." 

This  speech  produced  the  crisis.  The 
sentry,  fancying  himself  insulted  and  inter- 
fered with,  threatened  to  make  a  prisoner  of 
the  supposed  delinquent  for  disturbing  him 
at  his  post. 
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"  Make  a  prisoner  of  me^  sir !"  exclaimed 
the  astounded  gentleman,  emphatically; 
"fcy  what  law,  pray?  How  dare  you  make 
such  a  threat  towards  a  person  who  respects 
the  laws  as  much  as  anybody  possibly  can  ? 
How  dare  you,  I  say,  attempt  to  interrupt 
me  in  my  search  for  Arthur  and  his  mother? 
Where  are  they,  I  ask  ?  Are  they  in  there  ? 
If  so,  I  insist  upon  being  allowed  to  join 
them." 

"  If  you  don't  start  for'ard,  out  of  this,  I'll 
make  a  prisoner  of  you,  as  sure  as  you  stand 
there,"  replied  the  angry  marine;  "  and  keep 
you  here  till  the  corporal  comes  to  take  you 
on  deck." 

"  What's  that  you  say — you  insolent 
fellow?    Eh,  what's " 

"What  is  it,  sir?"  said  the  fii^st  lieu- 
tenant, suddenly  appearing  before  the  dis- 
putants. 

This  inquiry  elicited  a  full  explanation 
of  the  offensive  conduct  of  the  soldier,  who 
was  rebuked  for  not  being  more  forbearing 
towards  a  stranger  merely  erring  from 
ignorance. 

After  this  admonition,  the  complainant 
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was  shown  the  shortest  route  to  the  mid- 
shipmen's mess,  where  he  found  his  wife 
and  son  in  tlie  society  of  "  the  young  gen- 
tlemen," whose  countenances  were  radiant 
with  smiles. 

"  Oh !  here  you  are— are  you  ?"  he  ex- 
claimed, elatedly,  as  he  was  ushered  in  by 
one  of  the  youngsters.  "  What  place  is  this? 
Oh !  I  see ! — it's  the  pantry,  where  the  glass 
and  trays  are  kept.  Yes,  of  course — there 
are  the  breakfast- tilings.  But  what  are  you 
doing  here?  Where's  the  dining-room? 
You  all  appear  excessively  crowded  here; 
but  yet  very  happy,  I  must  say,  for  every- 
body is  laughing.  Well,  llebecca,  what  do 
you  think  of  it,  eh?  Isn't  a  ship  an  extra- 
ordinary place  altogether?  I  told  you 
you'd  lind  it  so,  you  know.  Everything  so 
very  different  to  houses  on  land.  So  many 
staircases,  so  many  windows,  such  small 
rooms,  no  carpets,  and  such  strange  looking 
furniture  in  every  direction." 

"Pray  step  in,  sir;  and  make  yourself 
comfortable,"  said  one  of  the  party. 

"  I  don't  well  see  how  I  can,"  was  the 
very  natural  response — "  unless  we  adjourn 
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to  some  other  apartment,  for  this  certainly 
does  not  aiFord  the  required  accommodation, 
and  I  cannot  think  what  has  induced  you 
all  to  crush  yourselves  in  here.  Your 
bonnet  is  dented,  Kebecca ;  and  the  bird  of 
paradise  has  lost  half  its  tail.  Arthur, 
settle  it  for  your  mother,  dear !" 

"  Oh,  never  mind  it,  my  love,"  observed 
the  owner  of  the  injured  ornament,  as  I  pre- 
tended to  be  arranging  it,  which  caused  a 
variety  of  facetious  remarks,  and  a  great 
deal  of  laughter." 

"  Arthur  was  always  an  obliging  boy,  I 
will  say — and  very  fond  of  his  mother,"  ob- 
served my  father. 

"  Yes,  we've  generally  found  him  an 
amiable  youth,"  cried  a  lad  two  years 
younger  than  myself. 

"  We  can  conscientiously  give  him  such  a 
character  as  will  soon  get  him  another  place," 
said  Cheeky,  looking  very  grave.  "  But,  I 
suppose,  sir,  you  are  aware  of  his  manifold 
merits,  for  I  scarcely  think  he  can  have 
kept  you  ignorant  of  them,  for  he  doesn't 
often  keep  the  secret,  in  spite  of  his  pro- 
verbial modesty." 
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"  Bless  you,  my  very  darling  boy !"  ex- 
claimed my  mother;  ^'how  fond  they  all 
seem  of  you,  and  I'm  not  surprised  at  it. 
Mr.  Oswald  always  said  you'd  make  plenty 
of  friends  for  yourself  wherever  you  went." 

This  ejaculation  excited  a  roar  of  merri- 
ment, and  I  felt  anxious  to  curtail  the  visit 
of  my  parents,  but  knew  how  utterly  hope- 
less it  was  endeavouring  to  persuade  them 
to  leave  me. 

"  Are  we  all  to  stay  here,  Rebecca — eh?" 
asked  my  father;  ''  for  it  seems  to  me  that 
we  are  incommoding  each  other  very  much 
in  this  small  room." 

"  I'm  really  very  sorry,  sir,  you  don't  sit 
easy,  sir,"  said  Cheeky ;  "the  space  is  circum- 
scribed, certainly — perhaps  too  much  so;  but 
I  regret  to  say  we  cannot  offer  you  a  change 
of  apartment,  for  the  fact  is,  this  is  the  only 
one  we  can  call  our  own.  Here,  sir,  you 
behold,  not  only  our  reception-room,  but  our 
breakfast-room,  dining-room,  drawing-room, 
library,  pantry,  servants'  hall,  store-room, 
and  wine-cellar.  Those  two  round  holes 
there  are  our  only  windows,  and  here's  where 
we  snooze  in  the  day-time,  when  sleep  over- 
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comes  us.  These  lockers  feel  as  soft  to  the 
hips  as  a  hair  mattress,  and  the  edge  of  a 
desk  with  a  cap  on  it  makes  an  exquisite 
pillow,  and  ensures  the  most  delicious  repose.'' 

"  Sleep ! — surely  you  don't  mean  to  say 
anybody  ever  manages  to  get  any  sleep  here 
on  these  hard  boards?" 

"  Ask  your  son,  sir — he  can  speak  from 
experience." 

"  Is  that  the  case,  Arthur?" 

'^  Yes,  true  enough." 

"  How  extraordinary  !  And  you  who  once 
couldn't  sleep  but  on  a  feather-bed." 

''  You'll  find  him  greatly  changed  in  many 
other  respects,  sir;  but  if  I  mistake  not 
you'll  discover  that  a  sea-education  has 
greatly  improved  him,  as  it  almost  always 
does  youngsters  of  any  sense  and  spirit.  It 
soon  makes  a  man  of  a  boy,  and  expels  from 
his  mind  all  puerile  thoughts  and  fancies. 
We  are  a  strange  set,  sir,  as  you  perceive; 
easily  satisfied  and  not  inured  to  luxuries, 
which  we  endeavour  to  imagine  have  only 
an  enervating  tendency.  It  cannot  be  de- 
nied that  we  are  not  always  masters  of  our 
own  actions,  for  we  are  obliged   to   walk. 
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when  we  wish  to  sleep,  and  frequently  com- 
pelled to  make  urgent  haste  when  we  have 
not  the  least  inclination  to  move  at  all. 
Even  niglit,  when  most  people  repose  after 
the  fatigues  of  tlie  day,  affords  us  no  immu- 
nity from  involuntary  exercise,  and  though 
middle  watches  are  supposed  by  some  wake- 
ful beings  to  be  the  fittest  time  for  medita- 
tion, I  candidly  confess  I  liave  no  predilec- 
tion for  midnight  musings,  and  infinitely 
prefer  devoting  that  *  sweetest  morsel  of  the 
night'  to  dreams,  which  often  create  blissful 
ideas,  and  place  us  on  a  par  with  the  hap- 
piest denizens  of  mother  earth. 

^'  Watch-keeping  certainly  possesses  charms 
for  some  peculiar  dispositions;  but,  for  my 
part,  I  cannot  reflect  with  any  pleasure  on 
the  many  hours  I  have  passed  pacing  the 
lee-side  of  the  deck  in  a  stale  of  somnambu- 
lism, stumbling  against  carronade  slides, 
hatchway  stanchions,  coils  of  rope,  and 
other  equally  objectionable  impediments  to 
easy  walking,  under  such  circumstances." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  you're  forced  to 
walk  about,  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  against 
your  will,  in  that  way?" 
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"  'Tis  too  true,  sir." 

"  And  are  you,  too,  Arthur?" 

"Oh,  dear,  no,  ma'am ! — he  was  the  ex- 
ception to  that  severe  rule,  in  consequence  of 
your  appeal  to  the  captain's  wife's  tender 
feelings.  When  the  other  midshipmen  were 
exposed  to  the  night  air,  lie  always  remained 
in  his  hammock  by  her  orders." 

"  Then  she  exercises  a  great  deal  of  in- 
fluence here?" 

"  Yes." 

"  I  suppose  captains'  wives  generally 
do." 

"  They  were  said  to  do  so,  formerly." 

"And  don't  they  still?" 

"  Not  quite  to  the  same  extent." 

"How  is  that?" 

"  Their  names  are  never  put  down  now 
in  their  husbands'  commissions,  as  au- 
thorized to  share  his  authority ;  nor  do  the 
Admiralty  consider  them  altogether  quali- 
fied to  assist  in  maintaining  discipline." 

"  Perhaps  not — eh,  Eebecca?" 

"Poor  things! — how  should  they?" 

"  Ours,  you  must  know,  Mrs.  Montague, 
is  very  clever  at  it,  and  her  constant  kind- 

VOL.  III.  M 
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ness  to  your  son  has  never  allowed  him  to 
feel  the  want  of  a  mother  on  board." 

"  Bless  her — bless  her !— warm-hearted, 
benevolent,  considerate,  excellent,  creature, 
that  she  is.  My  dear,  I  must  insist  upon 
her  paying  us  a  very  long  visit,  when  she 
shall  occupy  the  best  spare  room,  and  re- 
ceive every  kind  of  attention  in  return  for 
all  her  maternal  careof  you,  my  precious 
child !  I  shall  always  feel  sincerely  grateful 
to  her — that  I  shall, — exemplary  woman !" 

"  She  certainly  is  an  extremely  worthy 
person,  ma'am,  and  quite  deserving  of  your 
gratitude." 

"Unquestionably  so — eh,  Rebecca?  and 
she  shall  have  it,  for  she's  entitled  to  it; 
and  I'm  ready  to  tell  her  so  this  instant. 
Where  is  she,  Arthur?  Let  us  go  to  her  at 
once." 

"  By  all  means !"  cried  my  mother,  rising 
from  her  seat,  and  putting  her  fingers 
through  her  curls,  and  placing  them  further 
back  on  either  side,  off  her  forehead.  "  I 
don't  feel  tidy,  but  I  am  quite  willing  to 
see  her  as  I  am,  and  she  shall  see  me 
smarter  in  my  own  house.      What  with  the 
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wet  and  jerking  of  that  dreadful  boat,  and 
the  shawl  bruising  my  nice  lavender  bonnet 
when  I  was  in  that  horrible  cliair,  I  really 
fancy  I  must  be  looking  quite  a  fright; 
but  never  mind,  I'll  undergo  anything  for 
my  child,  and  I  long  to  thank  his  bene- 
factress." 

"  I'm  afraid  that  must  be  postponed  for 
the  present,"  said  I;  "for  she  is  not  on 
board  just  now,  but  directly  she  makes  her 
appearance  alongside,  the  quarter-master 
will  be  sure  to  let  us  all  know,  for  she  likes 
being  received  by  all  the  officers  when  she 
enters  the  ship." 

"  Who  is  this  quarter-master  you  men- 
tion, Arthur?" 

"  Oh,  he's  a  very  civil  sort  of  person, 
who  always  tells  us  when  anything  is  going 
on  that  we  are  not  aware  of,  and  never 
omits  to  inform  us  when  the  captain  is 
going  on  shore  for  a  walk." 

"  I'm  glad  to  hear  you've  some  obliging 
people  on  board,  that  I  am;  for  a  soldier 
I  met  upstairs  was  so  rude  and  imperti- 
nent, that  I  was  quite  vexed  at  liis  belia- 
viour;  and  after  what  had  happened  to 
m2 
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your  mother,  I  really  fancied  there  was  no 
chance  of  being  properly  treated  here." 

"Where  was  the  soldier  who  affronted 
you?"  said  I. 

He  then  mentioned  what  had  taken 
place,  and  as  I  was  aware  that  the  marine 
who  looked  after  my  wardrobe,  and  had 
more  than  once  expatiated  on  the  liberality 
of  my  father  in  supplying  me  with  such  an 
ample  and  expensive  outfit,  was  then  sentry 
at  the  cabin-door,  I  could  not  help  laugh- 
ing at  the  thought  that  he  should  have 
unwittingly  insulted  my  generous  parent, 
for  whom  he  really  felt  the  highest  admira- 
tion and  respect.  I  explained  all  this, 
when  my  mother  proposed  my  sending  for 
him,  and  obliging  him  to  make  a  suitable 
apology. 

"No,  no,  Eebecca;  I've  forgiven  him," 
interposed  my  father ;  "  I  bear  him  no  ill- 
will,  and  he  has  received  a  reprimand, 
which,  I  trust,  may  prevent  the  recurrence 
of  such  culpable  conduct." 

"  A  ship,  sir,  is,  as  you  see,  a  most  peculiar 
place  to  dwell  in,  and  its  occupants  are  often 
accounted  a  singular  race  of  bipeds,"  ob- 
served Cheeky,  with  a  very  graye  look, 
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"I  can  readily  credit  that  statement — that 
I  can,"  he  answered;  "  for  I  see  a  great  deal 
to  astonish  me.  Where,  for  instance,  will 
you  ever  see  such  a  number  of  persons 
crowded  together  in  so  small  a  room  as  this  ? 
and  yet  you  tell  me  this  is  the  only  apart- 
ment you  have  the  use  of!  Extraordinary — 
very  extraordinary!  But  is  it  possible 
you  all  eat  all  your  meals  here?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  we  all  congregate  here  to  feed 
at  certain  fixed  hours." 

"  At  what  hour  do  you  dine,  pray  ?" 

"  At  noon." 

"At  noon?" 

"  Yes,  most  punctually." 

"  Dear  me,  who  can  contrive  to  eat  at 
such  an  hour? — and  dinner,  too!  I  never 
lunch  until  nearly  two  o'clock.  Surely, 
Arthur,  you  can  never  be  ready  for  your 
dinner  at  that  early  hour — unless  you've 
greatly  altered,  indeed?" 

"  He's  generally  the  first  to  begin,  and 
the  last  to  leave  off." 

I  denied  this,  and  my  mother  said  she 
thought  it  must  be  a  story. 
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"  Tlie  hour  would  not  be  considered 
fashionable  in  the  present  day,  I  dare  say," 
continued  the  mid,  "  but  we  must  not 
Ibrget  that  till  towards  the  middle  of  the 
seventeenth  century  it  was  the  fashion  to 
dine  at  eleven,  and  even  earlier,  and  to  sup 
at  five  or  six ;  so,  as  we  dine  at  twelve,  and 
take  tea  at  five,  it  is  evident  we're  only  con- 
tinuing an  old  fashion  that  people  on  shore 
have  ceased  to  observe.  We  are  partial  to 
obsolete  practices.  Like  the  ancient  Britons, 
we  each  provide  our  own  forks,  and  are 
entirely  guided  by  the  plan  laid  down  by 
Lycurgus,  that  all  should  eat  together,  and 
have  no  private  meals.  Naval  caterers  act 
well  up  to  this  injunction  of  the  Spartan 
legislator." 

"  But  what  do  you  get  to  eat?"  inquired 
my  curious  mother. 

"  Our  diet  varies  a  good  deal  both  in 
quality  and  quantity,"  he  replied.  "  There 
are  always  clucks^'  on  board,  but  we  seldom 
see  one  on  the  table  at  sea;    and  though 

*  "Ducks,"  sailor's  trousers;  so  called  from 
being  made  of  duck. 
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we've  '  goose-necks'^  and  '  goose-wings'' "^  tuu, 

I've  not  seen  a  giblet-pie  in  the  mess,  since 

I  joined  the  ship." 

"  And  such  a  nice  thing  as  it  is,  too !" 
"  You're  quite  right,  ma'am.     But  what 

do    you    think    of    our   sometimes   eating 

'dog's-hodyV^'X 

"What  !     You're  joking!" 

"  No,  indeed ;  ask  your  son,  he  has  eaten 

lots  of  it." 

"  Eh,  Arthur?  Is  it  possible  you've " 

"Yes;  and  I  don't  dislike  it  at  all." 

"  Well,  well,  it's  high  time  you   left  a 

place  where  you've  been  so  nearly  starved ! 

Isn't  it,  my  dear?" 

"  Yes,  indeed;  I'm  quite  surprised." 

"  Surprised! — I'm  horrified T 

"  I  suppose  you  never  see  a  pudding ^^ 

then?" 

*  "  Goose  necks,"  iron  rings  with  shoulders, 
fitted  on  yards,  &c. 

j"  "  Goose  wing,"  a  single  clew  of  a  fore  or  main- 
sail, set  by  itself  in  a  gale. 

J  "  Dog  s  body,"  pease-pudding. 

§  '•  Puddings,"  long  tubular  things  of  baize  or 
canvas,  filled  with  unboiled  peas,  and  put  across  a 
table  in  bad  weather,  to  assist  to  keep  ilishcvs,  plates, 
&c.,  from  sliding  off". 
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"  Oh  dear,  yes — often." 

'^  Whenever  it  blows,  we  have  them  on 
the  table;  but  they're  seldom  eaten." 

"No,  I  suppose  not,  when  people  are 
sick." 

"  That's  not  exactly  the  reason  5  the  fact 
is,  they're  reckoned  very  indigestible." 

"  How's  that  ?  What  are  they  made  of?" 

"  Of  peas  as  hard  as  those  that  were  so 
bitterly  reviled  by  the  unimaginative  hermit. 
Ah !  if  you  only  heard  all  I  could  tell  you 
about  our  doings  here,  and  the  strange 
things  we  make  use  of,  your  astonishment 
would  be  greatly  increased." 

"  Oh,  do  go  on,  pray,  Mr. (what's 

his  name,  Arthur?)" 

"  Cheeky !" 

"  Yes,  pray  go  on,  Mr.  Cheeky — (what  an 
odd  name,  my  dear !) — for  we're  very  curious 
and  anxious  to  know  all  about  your  pro- 
ceedings here ;  but  I  wish  most  to  find  out 
how  you  live.  What  do  you  get  for  break- 
fast?    Any  honey?" 

"  Not  often — which  you  may  consider 
rather  surprising,  for  we've  always  '  bees'* 

*  "  Bees,"  pieces  of  wood  bolted  on  at  each  side 
of  outer  part  of  bowsprit. 
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Oil  board,  and  plenty  of  ^  nettles"^  in  full 
'  blow,'  which  they're  very  fond  of  on  shore. 
But  though  our  bees  yield  no  honey,  there's 
one  thing  to  be  said  in  their  favour — you 
can  lay  hold  of  them,  and  even  sit  upon 
them  without  being  stung.  Now,  Mrs. 
Montague,  I'm  going  to  tell  you  what  I'm 
sure  will  surprise  you  :  we  use — stays  !"f 

"  Nonsense !" 

"  We  do  indeed,  and  couldn't  do  without 
them,  and  have  a  great  variety  of  different 
sizes  and  lengths :  ^  fore-stay s^^  *  back-stay s^^ 
'  spring  -  stay  s^'  'jack-stays,^  and  '  bob-stays;^ 
so  you  see  they're  in  general  use  amongst 
us,  and  I  dare  say  you  never  imagined 
sailors  were  so  particular  about  their 
figures,  for  they  have  not  the  character  of 
being  very  great  dandies,  or  particularly 
graceful  in  their  gait,  or  upright  in  their 
carriage.  But  what  do  you  think,  Mrs. 
Montague,  of  our  also  using  ''bomietsT  "{ 

*  "Nettles,"  two  or   three    rope    yarns   twisted 
together  by  hand. 

t  "  Stays,"  part  of  rigging,  from  heads  of  masts. 

•\.  "  Bonnets,"  a  moveable  addition  to  the  foot  of 
a  sail,  to  increase  its  size  when  required. 
M  3 
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^'  Now  you're  talking  stuff!" 

"No,  indeed!  I'm  not,  I  assure  you." 

"  Well,  you  look  so  serious  that  I  can 
scarcely  disbelieve  what  you  say ;  and  yet 
it  is  such  an  absurd  idea." 

"  I  assert  nothing  but  facts,  I  assure 
you." 

*^Do  you  hear  that,  my  dear?  How 
can  I  think  he  tells  stories,  after  that?" 

*' '  Bonnets'  we  certainly  do  use,  however 
effeminate  you  may  think  the  practice." 

"What  sort?  I  suppose  you  use  them 
to  screen  your  faces  from  the  sun  in  hot 
climates,  for  Arthur  used  to  send  me  word 
that  he  found  the  glare  of  the  sun  very 
weakening  to  his  eyes,  especially  at  Malta, 
in  August." 

"  We  do  not  use  them  exactly  for  that 
purpose." 

"  How  are  they  made?" 

"  Why,  they  are  not  very  fashionably 
shaped;  for  they  are  cut  in  an  odd  way; 
nor  are  they  very  showy." 

"  Of  what  material?" 

"Not  velvet,  satin,  or  silk." 

"  Simple  straw?" 
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"  No,  ma'am ;  there's  no  straw  in  them ; 
they're  made  of  canvas." 

"Dear  me!  how  coarse  they  must  look!" 

"Yes,  rather;  but  they  are  the  more 
durable  for  that.  They  are  put  on,  and 
fastened  with  a  lacing." 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  your 
descriptions,  I'm  sure !" 

"  Nor  I ! — not  a  bit !"  added  her  husband. 

"  Really,  sir,  your  doubts  and  distrust 
almost  prevent  me  from  continuing  my  in- 
formation," remarked  their  informant. 

"Oh,  pray  go  on!"  cried  my  mother. 

"  Yes,  do  go  on !"  said  her  spouse. 

"  Very  well,  ma'am,"  he  continued,  "  I 
have  only  to  obey;  but  I  fear  you  will 
again  impeach  my  veracity  when  I  tell 
you  that  we  use  '  caps'  and  '  coats^'  made  of 
coarse  canvas  painted,  '  rope  braces^^  wooden 
^  shoes  and  'bolsters,^  and  such  ^sheets!' 
In  fact,  there's  a  great  deal  to  surprise  one 
on  board  here. 

"  What    do   you  think,  now,  of  '  com- 
panions'*  that  never  speak,  and  of  there 

"  "  Companions,"  cover  of  after  hatchway  leading 
to  cabin. 
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being  several  '  Scotclimen^^  in  the  ship 
that  are  always  as  silent  as  the  dumb,  and 
yet  they  do  their  duty  very  well,  and  are 
very  useful?" 

"  But  not  very  agreeable,  I  should  say," 
observed  my  shrewd  parent. 

"  Why,  no,  sir;  we  can't  praise  them  on 
that  account.  They  certairdy  don't  excite 
feelings  of  friendship,  and  when  one  was 
put  into  the  chains  the  other  day,  nobody 
showed  any  sorrow." 

"  Chains!  chains! — do  you  chain  people 
like  slaves,  tlien?"  exclaimed  my  mother. 

*'  Indeed,  ma'am,  officers,  as  well  as  men, 
are  often  inthe  chains^  and  for  nothing,  too." 

"  What !  is  it  possible  you've  ever  been 
in  them,  Arthur?" 

"  Yes,  more  than  once." 

"  You  shan't  stay  here  any  longer  to  be 
treated  so,— you  positively  shall  not !  Shall 
he  now,  my  dear?'' 

"  No,  Arthur — you  really  must  not," 
added  my  father. 

*  "  Scotcliman,"  a  piece  of  wood  made  fast  to  a 
rope,  to  receive  the  chafe,  and  prevent  its  being  in- 
jured by  rubbing  against  anything. 
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"  Perhaps  I'd  better  not  say  any  more," 
continued  the  loquacious  mid,  "  as  it  seems 
to  hurt  your  feelings." 

"  Oh,  yes — go  on;  let  us  have  it  all." 

"  Well,  then,  sir — as  I  must  tell  all, — 
you  must  know  that  your  son  has  become 
familiar  with  the  sight  of  spirits,  '  shrouds^^ 
and  '  dead  eyes  ;'  and  that  at  this  moment 
we've  several  '  Turks''  heads'^  on  board." 

"  Turks'  heads — Turks'  heads !  Do  you 
hear  that,  my  dear  ?  How  very  horrid ! 
how  shocking! — isn't  it?" 

"  Yes,  indeed,  Eebecca.  What  a  very 
unfit  place  for  our  boy  to  stay  in!  It's 
positively  enough  to  blunt  his  feelings. 
Arthur,  why  don't  you  speak  instead  of 
laughing  so  strangely.  Though  these 
things  may  not  frighten  you,  the  sight  of 
them " 

"  Come,  sir,  let  us  change  the  subject,  and 
talk  of  less  disagreeable  matters.  Are  you 
fond  of  animals  ?" 

"  No,  not  at  all." 

*' Oh,   indeed!    because   we've    ^  cranes ^^ 

*  A  species  of  knot  worked  on  a  rope. 
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'cafe,'  ''monkeys,^  ''foxes^  ^ snakes^  Hizards^ 
and  the  oddest  description  of  '  moused  per- 
haps, you  ever  saw.  In  fact,  we  could 
almost  stock  a  museum ;  for  besides  these, 
we've  '  sliells^  ''sharks' -mouths ^^  '  hulls' -eyes^^ 
'  do(Js-ears^  '  crow-feet^  '  spider-hoops^^  &c. 
&c. ;  and  a  lady  might  be  supplied  with 
a  '  necklace^  '  ear-rings^  '  thirables^^  '  hooks 
and  eyes^  '  collars^  '  rihands^^  '  caps^ 
''  lacings^  and  even  '  hihhs^  if  she  had 
children;  in  fact,  almost  anybody  might 
be  accommodated  here;  and  we've  some- 
thing to  suit  the  taste  of  all — and  even 
'-fiddles^  for  the  musical ;  excellent  ones, 
the  strings  of  which  never  snap  in  damp 
weather.  Ah !  we're  a  very  odd  set,  ma'am, 
and  own  very  queer  things;  but  as  you 
seem  more  anxious  to  hear  about  persons, 
I'll  just  give  you  an  idea  of  the  characters 
of  our  captain  and  first  lieutenant.  The 
one,  instead  of  using  a  horse  in  his  gig, 
employs  six  men  to  pull  it  about  from  place 
to  place,  while  he  sits  inside  as  calmly  as 
possible,  looking  on  without  ever  so  much 
as  thanking  the  poor  fellows  for  doing  what 
on  land  would  be  thought  a  very  high  com- 
pliment." 
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"  Dear  me !  what  an  unfeeling  person  he 
must  be — and  so  proud,  too,  not  to  acknow- 
ledge such  flattering  homage!" 

^' Yes,  Eebecca;  how  true  all  that  that 
clever  Mr.  Oswald  told  us  is,  to  be  sure !  You 
remember  he  said  that  captains  of  men  of 
war  sometimes  fancied  themselves  very  great 
persons,  and  obliged  everybody  under  them 
to  show  them  marked  respect,  possessing 
almost  absolute  power,  and  dealing  with  the 
smallest  offences  as  if  they  were  high  crimes. 
Oh,  I've  a  perfect  recollection  of  his  ac- 
count, and  I  remarked  at  the  time  that  I 
sincerely  trusted  Arthur's  captain  was  not 
so  despotic,  when  he  satisfied  me  by  saying 
he  was  quite  the  reverse,  and  did  his  utmost 
to  make  all  happy,  scorning  to  take  advan- 
tage of  his  position  to  make  those  subordi- 
nate to  him  feel  the  weight  of  his  authority. 
But  this  character,  you  see,  is  too  favour- 
able, if  he  behaves  to  his  sailors  in  this  arbi- 
trary way,  obliging  them  to  treat  him  like  a 
sovereign." 

"  He's  his  good  points  though,  sir;  and  I 
wish  I  could  say  as  much  for  Mr.  Nettings." 

"  And  isn't  he  a  very  nice  person?  I'm 
sure  he  looks  very  humane  and  amiable." 
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"  Ah !  it  doesn't  do  to  judge  of  naval 
officers  by  their  looks,  sir.  I  don't  want  to 
speak  disparagingly  of  the  first  lieutenant,  in 
spite  of  our  not  being  the  best  friends  ima- 
ginable; but  I  assure  you  that  just  before  I 
left  the  deck,  I  heard  him  call  out  *  drive- 
her,'  and  in  a  minute  afterwards  *  spank- 
her,'*  and  I  give  you  my  honour  that,  to  the 
best  of  my  belief,  there  was  no  woman  on 
board  deserving  of  such  treatment !" 

This  information  caused  so  much  surprise 
and  uneasiness  that  I,  as  a  dutiful  son,  felt  it 
was  time  to  allay  their  apprehension,  and 
explain  how  completely  they  had  been  de- 
ceived by  construing  literally  all  that  my 
joking  messmate  had  been  talking  about. 
This  produced  a  delightful  change  of  counte- 
nance and  manner,  and  then  I  proposed  that 
they  should  prepare  to  depart  for  the  shore, 
promising  to  bring  at  least  six  of  my  mess- 
mates with  me  to  dinner  at  the  George  Hotel, 
at  seven  o'clock. 

"  Very  well,  then,"  said  my  mother;  "  I'll 
order  an  excellent  dinner." 

'^"  Different  names  for  the  sail,  set  behind  the 
luizenmast. 
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"  Yes,  bring  as  many  of  your  young 
friends  as  can  come,"  suggested  my  other 
parent.  "  The  more  the  merrier,  no  doubt, 
for  you  certainly  seem  a  most  joyous  set 
here,  notwithstanding  all  you've  to  go 
through." 

"Ah,  my  dear — isn't  it  quite  wonderful 
how  they  can  be  either  happy  or  contented 
under  such  terrible  circumstances !" 

We  now  quitted  the  berth,  and,  directly 
we  reached  the  upper  deck,  my  father  began 
to  examine  one  of  the  carronades,  and  in- 
quired of  Cheeky  (who  was  by  his  side  all 
ready  to  afford  any  useful  information)  if 
they  were  often  used,  or  if  they  were  only 
there  for  show. 

"Used,  sir!"  responded  his  willing  in- 
structor; "yes,  constantly;  and  such  is  the 
state  of  perfection  to  which  naval  gunnery 
has  arrived,  that  when  exercising  firing 
with  the  'great  guns,'  if  a  gull  is  indis- 
creet enough  to  come  within  range,  its  life 
is  sure  to  be  forfeited,  for  so  unerring  is  the 
aim  of  the  captains  of  the  guns  that  they 
can  as  easily  hit  a  bird  on  the  wing  as  the 
bull's  eye  of  the  target." 
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''  Striking  so  small  an  object  seems  to  in- 
dicate very  great  skill.  What  excellent 
marksmen  they  must  be!" 

^'Yes,  sir;  it  certainly  does  require  a  good 
shot  to  do  it." 

"  Where  do  you  keep  all  your  gun- 
powder, pray ;  for  I  suppose  you've  a  great 
deal  on  board?" 

"  In  the  magazine,  sir." 

"  And  where  is  that,  pray?" 

"  Almost  immediately  under  the  spot 
where  we  are  now  standing." 

"  Then  I  must  object  to  our  remaining 
here  a  moment  longer,  for  I  cannot  bear  the 
idea  of  standing  over  a  powder  magazine." 

"  You're  quite  right,  sir;  and  I  think  the 
monk,  who  invented  the  destructive  com- 
pound might  have  been  much  better  em- 
ployed than  devising  the  means  of  doing  so 
much  mischief." 

^'  You  are  very  careful,  I  trust,  in  guard- 
ing against  the  chances  of  accident?" 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes !  Nothing  can  exceed 
the  precautions:  there's  a  strict  order 
that  the  gunner  never  smokes  his  cigar  in 
the  magazine;    and  to  give  you  an  idea  of 
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the  anxiety  of  the  captain  for  the  safety  of 
liis  crew,  I  need  only  mention  that  two  men 
on  board,  called  '  Flint'  and  '  Steel,'  are 
never  allowed  to  be  in  the  magazine  together, 
in  case  they  might  strike  each  other." 

"  Come,  that  will  do !"  said  I,  drawing 
my  dubions  parent  away  from  his  com- 
panion, who  walked  in  an  opposite  direction, 
smiling  and  seemingly  quite  satisfied.  My 
mother's  invincible  objections  to  go  out  of 
the  ship  in  the  same  way  she  had  come  on 
board,  induced  Mr.  Nettings  to  desire  the 
accommodation-ladder  to  be  got  over  the 
side  to  facilitate  her  exit. 

This  civility  was  duly  appreciated,  and 
he  was  pressed  to  visit  Montague  Hall 
directly  the  "  Felicity"  was  paid  off;  but 
he  said  he  would  not  be  able  to  avail  him- 
self of  this  invitation,  as  he  proposed  going 
to  the  Admiralty  the  very  day  the  vessel 
was  put  out  of  commission,  to  ask  for  another 
appointment. 

My  visitors,  at  length,  proceeded  to  the 
gangway  to  depart,  and  just  as  my  father 
was  stepping  over,  he  beheld  several  officers 
lift  their  caps  off  their  heads,  by  way  of, 
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as  he  fancied,  a  farewell  salutation,  which 
gratified  him  so  much  that  he  turned  back 
a  step  or  two,  and  taking  his  hat  off 
altogether,  made  several  very  low  bows,  and 
said — 

''  Gentlemen,  I  thank  you  all  collectively 
and  individually  for  these  flattering  marks 
of  your  respect  and  esteem — good  morning ! 
May  health  and  happiness  always  attend 
you.  You'll  all  be  welcome  at  Montague 
Hall.  Arthur  will  explain  where  the 
coach  starts  from,  that  passes  my  lodge- 
gates.  Good  morning — once  more,  good 
morning!" 

He  paused  for  an  instant,  and  with- 
drew his  large  gold  watch  from  his  fob, 
evincing  surprise  as  he  looked  at  it. 

"  Can  it  be  so  late?"  he  exclaimed. 

"  Let  me  see  !"  said  a  certain  mid,  who 
chanced  to  be  at  his  elbow,  glancing  at  the 
face  of  the  time-piece. 

"  Is  this  your  time?" 

"  Oh,  dear,  no,  sir." 

"Why  how's  that,  pray?" 

''  There's  a  great  difference.** 

"What  causes  it?" 
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"  It's  the  difference  of  longitude  between 
the  meridian  of  your  hotel  and  our  anchor- 
age at  Spithcad." 

"  Oh,  that's  it — is  it,  sir?  Thank  you — 
good  morning.  You'll  be  one  of  our  party 
at  dinner  I  hope?" 

'' Oh,  certainly;  I  wouldn't  miss  it  for 
worlds !" 
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CHAPTER  Xril. 

^'  If  you  please,  sir,  may  I  go   on  shore?" 

"No;  you're  wantel  to  take  the  jolly- 
boat,  for  beef!" 

Such  was  the  question  and  answer  that 
settled  the  fate  of  the  dinner  at  tlie  George 
Hotel. 

I  forthwith  despatched  the  saddening  an- 
nouncement to  my  expectant  parents,  who 
had  promised  to  provide  turtle-soup  and 
turbot,  pine-apples,  and  hot-house  grapes. 

The  mournful  intelligence  reached  them 
just  about  the  time  of  the  anticipated  appear- 
ance of  the  troop  of  guests,  and,  with  moist 
eyes,  my  mother  penned  a  moving  letter 
that  reached  me  in  the  evening.  In  it  she 
inveighed  against  the  cruelty  of  the  first 
lieutenant,  cited  the  refusal  as  proof  of  the 
impossibility  of  my  ever   being  happy  at 
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sea,  spoke  confidently  of  its  determining 
me  never  again  to  trust  myself  on  board 
ship,  and  stated  tliat  she  had  tried  to  per- 
suade my  father  to  address  a  letter  of  com- 
plaint to  the  Lords  of  the  Admiralty,  but 
tliat  he  thought  I  had  better  do  so,  as  I  had 
been  in  correspondence  with  them. 

The  next  day  we  sailed  into  the  harbour, 
a  band  on  the  Semaphore  platform  playing 
a  lively  w^elcoming  air  as  the  stately  vessel 
glided  past  them  into  the  mouth  of  the 
port ;  and  scarcely  w^ere  the  moorings  taken 
in,  when  a  tall  individual,  attired  in  a  sable 
suit,  stepped  on  board,  and,  accosting  me 
on  the  gangway,  inquired  if  Charles  Dickson, 
midshipman,  w^as  in  the  ship.  I  answered 
Yes,  and  asked  him  to  walk  below.  This  he 
declined  doing,  proposing  that  the  youth 
should  be  sent  for.  I  then  told  him  how 
inconvenient  it  w^ould  be  conversing  with 
him  on  deck,  and  therefore  suggested  his 
descending  to  the  mess-place,  where  he  would 
be  sure  to  find  him.  After  some  little  hesi- 
tation, he  agreed  to  this  arrangement,  and 
I  preceded  him  down  the  ladder,  suspecting 
that   he  was  no   other  than  the  generous 
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parent  of  the  once-sorrowful  mid.  A  few 
minutes  sufficed  to  set  all  doubt  at  rest,  for, 
as  we  peered  into  the  berth,  Charley  caught 
sight  of  the  solemn  visage  of  his   nearest 

relative,  and  ejaculated — "  The  take 

it — there's  the  governor !" 

"An  execration  your  first  salute,  eh?" 
exclaimed  the  rigid  parent.  "  This  the  sign 
of  amendment  ? — this  the  recompence  of  my 
forbearance — this  the  token  of  mental  im- 
provement! Charles  Dickson,  I  tremble 
on  beholding  so  nndutiful,  so  nngrateful, 
so  immoral  a  son.  Come  out,  this  minute, 
that  I  may  address  you !" 

"  Go  out — Charley — go  out —  land,  behave 
yourself;  for,  remember,  he's  your  father !" 
said  Stuart,  making  way  for  him  to  pass. 

"I'm  not  likely  to  forget  it!"  whispered 
the  son,  as  he  jumped  oiF  the  locker. 

An  animated  dialogue  then  took  place 
between  them,  as  they  sat  together  on  a 
chest,  in  the  after-part  of  the  steerage.  The 
figure  of  Mr.  Dickson,  senior,  may  be  briefly 
described.  Length,  in  every  way,  was  his 
predominant  characteristic  —  body,  arms, 
legs,  feet,  fingers,  face,  nose,  hair,  and  teeth. 
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But  there  was  no  assimilation  in  his  gar- 
ments. The  back  of  his  coat  was  too  short, 
skirts  too  short,  sleeves  too  short,  waistcoat 
too  short,  trowsers  too  short,  and,  in  my 
opinion,  his  boots  were  also  too  short,  for 
they  were  bluchers.  The  expression  of  his 
countenance  was  not  mild,  nor  was  its 
colour  clear.  His  eyebrows  were  shaggy, 
eyes  sunken,  cheek-bones  prominent,  whiskers 
wiry,  and  forehead  low.  The  interview 
lasted  nearly  an  hour,  and  directly  Charley 
had  seen  his  father  safely  over  the  side,  he 
rushed  below,  and  entering  the  berth,  bawled 
out — 

"  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  the  gover- 
nor?" 

"  Handsome  and  affectionate  !"  cried 
Cheeky,  on  the  instant. 

He  was  then  pressed  to  explain  the  object 
of  the  prompt  visit,  and  the  tenour  of  the 
conversation  that  had  taken  place.  So 
he  candidly  related  the  substance  of  the 
parley,  that  embodied  the  proposal  to  try 
to  get  appointed  to  a  flag-ship,  till  he 
could  get  on  foreign  service  again,  instead 
of  thinking  of  going   home,  which   would 

VOL.    III.  N 
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incur  needless  expense  for  plain  clothes  and 
coach  hire.  He  also  confessed  that  his 
visitor  had  asked  to  inspect  the  residue  of 
his  kit,  hut  that  this  request  he  couldn't 
comply  with,  as  his  marine  had  the  key 
and  couldn't  he  found.  Charley  then  held 
forth  a  five  pound  note,  the  sight  of  which 
elicited  exclamations  of  wonder,  and  a  multi- 
tude of  queries. 

"  You  might  all  guess  for  a  month,"  he 
replied;  "  it's  to  fdl  up  the  gap  in  my  kit! 
He  said  he  considered  five  pounds  ought  to 
he  enough  to  provide  me  with  all  I  should 
want  before  going  to  sea  again ;  so  I  clutched 
it  gladly,  knowing  it  would  help  to  lengthen 
my  cruise  in  London." 

"  But  1  thought  you  told  me,  Montague 
had  asked  you  to  pay  him  a  long  visit  at  his 
dad's,  in  Kent?"  remarked  Simpson. 

"Yes,"  rejoined  the  other;  "  I  shall  go 
there  directly  I  come  down  to  silver." 

"  That's  right,  Charley,  and  I'll  he  your 
hanker,"  I  cried;  "and  my  people  will  be 
delighted  to  have  you  at  the  old  hall." 

"You're  a  lucky  bird.  Master  Dickson, 
I'm  sure,"  shouted  Cheeky — "  with  so  choice 
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a  friend,  and  the  prospect  of  sucli  snug- 
quarters.  But  what  I  fear  is  that  the  effect 
may  be  to  alienate  your  affections  from  your 
family." 

"  There's  no  fear  of  that,"  responded  the 
quizzed  youth;  ^'they're  too  firmly  rooted 
at  home." 

"  Of  course — you  no  doubt  feel  the  fall 
truth  of  Thomson's  lines — 

''  Home  is  the  resort 
Of  love,  of  joj',  of  peace  and  plenty,  where, 
Supporting  and  supported,  polisli'd  friends 
And  dear  relations  mingle  into  bliss." 

^'  All  hands — unbend  sails,  gentlemen," 
said  a  quarter-master,  suddenly  thrustuig  his 
face  in  at  the  door. 

"Where's  my  cap?  where's  my  cap?" 
called  several  voices,  as  the  assemblage  broke 
up  and  dispersed,  some  hurrying  up  one 
ladder,  some  another. 

Within  a  week  from  this  time  the  ship 
was  paid  off;  and  before  the  officers  sepa- 
rated, to  be  scattered  about  the  United  King- 
dom, they  gave  "  a  grand  spread  "  to  their 
much-respected  and  esteemed  captain,  who  had 
n2 
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endeared  himself  to  all  by  his  admirable  qua- 
lities, calculated  alike  to  command  the  obedi- 
ence, excite  the  zeal,  engage  the  confidence, 
and  win  the  regard  of  all  Avho  had  the  good 
fortune  to  serve  under  him.  Proper  dignity, 
without  pride,  pleasant  courteousness,  with- 
out familiarity,  were  so  agreeably  blended, 
as  to  evince  not  only  self-respect,  that  sine 
qua  non  in  the  maintenance  of  discipline, 
but  respect  of  others,  however  inferior  their 
positions. 

With  joyous  hearts,  no  doubt,  most  of  the 
late  occupants  of  the  exemplary  frigate  has- 
tened to  their  several  homes,  anticipating 
warm  welcomes,  cheerful  faces,  merry  laughs, 
and  chattering  tongues.     But  no  such  ex- 
hilaration was  felt  by  Frederick  Gascoigne, 
whose    grief    promised    to    be    enduring. 
Clothed  in  black,  with  thoughts  as  sombre 
as  his  attire,  he  set  out  for  the  castle.     The 
grating  of  the  wheels  of  the  postchaise  over 
the  gravel-approach,  brought  his  mother  and 
sister  to  the  window,  and  the  next  minute 
they  were  enclasping  him.    Sir  Egbert,  who 
was  exercising  a  filly  in  the  riding-house, 
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on  learning  that  liis  son  had  arrived,  luir- 
ried  into  the  house  to  greet  him ;  and,  on 
perceiving  a  forlorn  look  instead  of  a  radiant 
smile,  exclaimed — 

''  Hollo,  Fred !  not  forgotten  her  yet? — 
and  you  a  sailor,  too  ?  Why,  haven't  you 
learnt  that  there's  as  many  a  fine  fish  still  in 
the  sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it  ?  Bait  your 
hook  properly,  and  you'll  catch  just  such  an- 
other, I  dare  say." 

This  speech  did  not  dispel  his  dejection, 
which  he'd  no  wish  to  disguise;  and  Lady 
Gascoigne,  noticing  this,  led  him  away  by 
the  arm  to  look  at  a  new  portrait  of  his 
father,  in  his  favourite  costume,  surrounded 
by  his  fox-hounds. 

It  was  indeed  a  sore  task  for  Frederick  to 
act  as  was  required  of  him  each  day ;  but  he 
felt  he  had  a  duty  to  perform,  and  he  did 
not  evade  it. 

The  second  vreek  after  his  arrival,  he  re- 
ceived a  communication  from  Julian  Qlifford, 
which  did,  as  well  it  might,  astound  him — 
"  He'd  seen  Mrs.  and  Miss  Anstrutherr 

But  here's  a  portion  of  his  letter : 
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"  I  casually  encountered  them  in  Princes 
Street,  Edinburgh,  and  was,  as  you  may 
suppose,  taken  flat  aback ;  I  felt  as  if  I  saw 
before  me  two  spirits  just  risen  from  their 
sepulchres.  They  recognised  me,  and  seemed 
anxious  to  avoid  me,  by  stopping  suddenly 
to  look  into  a  shop.  Not  washing  to  be  cut, 
I  ventured  to  make  myself  known,  but  evi- 
dently excited  no  cordiality.  I  naturally 
mentioned  your  name,  almost  in  the  same 
breath  that  signified  my  own,  and  what  was 
my  marvel  when  they  both  betrayed  un- 
equivocal confusion,  and  the  mother  bridled 
up  her  head  indignantly,  and  said  she  hoped 
never  to  hear  Mr.  Gascoignes  name  uttered 
in  her  presence.  I  begged  permission  to 
make  an  inquiry.  They  turned  short  round, 
wished  me  good  morning,  and  departed. 
You  may  fancy  my  surprise !  What  a  mys- 
tery is  this !  If  you  take  my  advice,  you'll 
get  under  weigh  at  once,  make  all  sail,  and 
steer  north." 

In  less  than  an  hour  Frederick  had  packed 
his  portmanteau,  and  was  off  in  chase. 

On   reaching  Edinburgh,  he  began   his 
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inquiries  at  hotels,  libraries,  hair- dressers' 
shops,  and  other  quarters ;  and  at  length  his 
unflagging  perseverance  was  rewarded  by 
the  discovery  that  they  had  been  staying  in 
Abercromby  Place,  and  had  recently  started 
for  Perth.  Thither  he  pursued  them — found 
out  their  abode — sought  admittance.  They 
were  out :  he  begged  to  be  allowed  to  await 
their  return — the  servant  demurred ;  a  small 
yellow  coin  dissipated  his  scruples — he  was 
shown  up  stairs.  A  sketch-book  was  lying 
open  on  the  table — the  sight  of  it  recalled 
to  mind  the  associations  of  the  past;  the 
stranger's  tale  at  Genoa,  the  pungent  sor- 
row, the  mournful  offering;  and,  after  this 
retrospective  reverie,  the  present  reality 
well  nigh  baffled  belief. 

By  and  by  the  ladies  re-enter  their  domi- 
cile, and  are  presented  with  the  card  oi^ — 
"Lieut.  Frederick  Augustus  Gascoigne, 
E.N."  The  colour  forsakes  their  cheeks — 
they  repair  to  their  bed-room  to  deliberate. 

Is  he  to  be  granted  an  interview?  The 
pros  and  cons  are  nicely  weighed — the  I'e- 
sult  is  favourable. 

Deep  penitence  and  fervent  pleadings  de- 
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serve  at  least  a  hearing.  They  cast  off  their 
bonnets  and  scarfs,  adjust  their  hair,  shake 
their  flounces,  and  then  slowly  wend  their 
way  to  receive  their  visitor.  With  a  clear 
conscience  and  a  burning  breast,  he  rises  to 
salute  them  as  of  yore. 

But  what  a  change  was  there!  Mrs. 
Anstruther  preserved  a  rigid  perpendicu- 
larity of  body,  and  courtseyed  stifily;  her 
daughter's  air  was  one  of  cold  formality,  as 
if  she  had  never  before  beheld  the  passionate 
lover.  In  a  moment,  however,  his  glance 
once  more  melted  her  to  admiration  before 
he  opened  his  lips :  nor  could  her  mother 
again  gaze  upon  her  former  paragon  of  per- 
fection without  feeling  serious  doubts  as  to 
his  actual  infidelity. 

There  is  not  time  to  recount  succinctly 
how  the  charges  were  advanced  and  re- 
butted. It  must  be  left  to  the  reader's 
imagination  to  conceive  which  was  greater — 
the  wonder  of  Frederick,  on  hearing  the 
grave  accusations  of  having,  in  writing, 
abjured  his  engagement,  and  thrown  off  his 
affianced ;  or  that  of  the  ladies,  when  he  ar- 


AN  ONLY  SON  AT  SEA.  273 

dently  pronounced  tlie  letter  a  base  forgery, 
and  placed  in  review  before  them  his  pro- 
ceedings, from  the  outset  of  his  long  search 
to  the  present  moment,  when  they  saw  him 
invested  in  black,  in  which  he  had  so  sin- 
cerely and  acutely  bewailed  his  imagined 
forfeiture  of  mental  peace  for  ever.  The 
document  by  v/hich  he  had  been  judged  and 
condemned  was  then  produced ;  and  on  look- 
ing at  it,  so  exactly  did  it  appear  to  corre- 
spond with  his  own  handwriting,  that  he 
exclaimed,  "Well  might  you  be  taken  in  by 
it!  Yes,  it's  mine  in  every  letter;  my  I's, 
my  t's,  my  f's,  my  g's,  my  I's — but,  bless 
me,  I  must  read  it : 

" '  My  Dear  Mrs.  Anstruther, 

"  '  In  spite  of  my  deep,  my  in- 
expressible attachment  to  your  faultless 
daughter,  1  can  no  longer  keep  my  ears 
closed  to  parental  admonitions  and  en- 
treaties. On  one  side  I  see  a  sweet  fas- 
cinating girl,  who  has  inflamed  my  breast 
v/ith  unquenchable  love;  on  the  other  I  view 
the  earthly  author  of  my  being,  charging 
N  3 
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me  with  filial  obduracy,  and  reminding  me  of 
apostolic  injunctions  to  reverence  and  obey. 

'' '  Can  I  be  dubious  as  to  the  course  I'm 
called  upon,  as  a  Christian  son,  to  select? 
Is  self  to  be  sacrificed,  or  a  curse  incurred  ? 

" '  Conscience,  the  monitor  implanted 
within  us  to  guide  our  devious  steps,  dictates 
mindfulness  of  the  breast  that  suckled,  and 
the  lips  that  kissed  away  our  childhood's 
tears. 

"  '  Misjudge  not  my  motives,  rebuke  me 
not  too  keenly. 

'' '  Bestow  on  that  snowy  brow,  on  my 
behalf,  a  final  seal  of  afi'ection ;  and  pray, 
rub  not,  l^y  writing,  the  wound  this  relin- 
quishment of  all  I  so  paramountly  prized 
inflicts ;  and  consider  me,  to  my  latest  day, 
*'  '  Your  obliged  and  unfortunate, 
"  '  Frederick  A.  Gascoigne.' 

"  Who  could  have  fabricated  this,"  he 
cried,  on  concluding  its  perusal. — Is  it  pos- 
sible that 

*'  Yes,  it  must  be  him — and  yet " 

He  was  asked  whom  he  suspected;  but 
merely  answered — "  Oh,  somebody  in  — -^^ " 
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and  then  bit  his  lips  with  vexation  at  the 
idea  of  having  been  the  victim  of  so  heart- 
less an  imposture. 

In  less  than  a  month  after  this  scene,  the 
"  Times"  and  "  Morning  Post"  contained  the 
following  announcement: — 

''  On  the  12th  instant,  at  St.  George's 
Church,  Hanover-square,  by  the  Rev.  Henry 
Sackville,  domestic  chaplain  to  his  Grace 
the  Duke  of  Montrose,  Frederick  Augustus 
Gascoigne,  Esq.,  E.  N.,  eldest  son  of  the 
Right  Honourable  Sir  Egbert  Gascoigne, 
Bart.,  M.  P.,  of  Clarion  Castle,  Shropshire, 
and  Hengist  House,  Middlesex,  to  Amelia, 
only  child  of  the  late  Lieutenant-Colonel 
Anstruther,  of  the  4th  Dragoons,  and  ma- 
ternal grand-daughter  of  the  late  Sir  Wallace 
Bruce,  of  Bannockburn  Lodge,  Stirling- 
shire." 

The  nautical  Benedict,  who  had,  during 
his  absence  from  England,  become  lieir  to 
the  ancient  title  and  vast  estates  of  his 
family,  by  the  death  of  his  elder  brother, 
killed  by  a  fall  from  his  horse,  out  hunting, 
was  not  on  that  account  a  less  eligible  bride- 
groom in  the  eyes  of  his  admiring  mother- 
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in-law.  He,  very  considerately,  had  asked 
Julian  Clifford  to  officiate  as  best-man  at 
his  wedding,  a  proposal  the  soi-disant  con- 
firmed celibate  gladly  embraced  ;  and  before 
the  ceremony  took  place,  he  one  day  said  to 
his  friend,  in  whose  union  he  felt  much  in- 
terested : — "  I  don't  think  any  one  can  in- 
sinuate that  love  plays  a  subordinate  part 
in  this  match,  and  I  doubt  not  you're 
about  to  experience  the  truth  of  the  Scrip- 
tural proverbs — '  The  virtuous  woman  is  a 
crown  to  her  husband,'  and,  '  Who  findeth 
a  good  wife  findeth  a  good  thing.'  I  shall, 
I  assure  you,  rejoice,  my  dear  Fred,  to  see 
her  arrayed  in  bridal-garments,  and  decked 
with  a  chaplet  of  orange  blossoms;  and 
great  will  be  my  delight  to  hear  her  mur- 
mur the  irrevocable  vow,  with  a  serenity 
of  soul  and  calm  composure,  indicative  of 
absolute  confidence  in  the  comprehensive 
promises  of  the  future  guardian  of  her  hap- 
piness. Weeping  weddings  are  not  to  my 
taste ;  and  whenever  you  see  a  bride  shut 
her  eyes  in  a  })aroxysm  of  nervous  excite* 
meht,  when  she  says  the  fatal  words,  '  I  will,' 
it  augurs  ill  for  her  power  of  withstanding 
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all  that's  in  store  for  her,  or  her  capacity 
'  to  ease  the  anguish  of  a  torturing  hour.' " 

If  there  was  correctness  in  this  supposi- 
tion of  Clifford,  the  deportment  of  Amelia 
at  the  altar  certainly  presaged  her  fitness  for 
the  future.  Her  face  showed  no  uneasiness, 
her  hand  no  signs  of  tremor.  She  knew 
she'd  no  cause  for  distrust,  but  saw  by  her 
side,  one  whose  noble  nature,  principle, 
truth,  and  tenderness,  were  guarantees  of 
her  unchanging  joy;  and  when  the  hands 
of  the  blissful  pair  were  joined  by  the  "  rosy 
bonds  of  Hymen,"  their  hearts  were  doubt- 
less tied  too  by  cords  of  love,  that  nought 
but  deatn  could  sever. 

With  what  intense  satisfaction  did  the 
elated  mother  view  the  beaming  bride, 
whose  charms  an  anchorite  could  scarce 
behold  without  regretting  his  rash  vows, 
and  wishing  to  be  absolved,  exciting  the 
earnest  admiration  of  all  assembled  at  the 
holy  shrine !  How  deep-felt  her  delight  at 
seeing  her  child  bestowed  on  him  she  thought 
immaculate,  and  how  eager  her  gaze  as  he 
pronounced  the  solemn  words — "  With  this 
ring  I  thee  wed,  with  my  body  I  thee  wor- 
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ship,  and  loith  all  my  luorldly  goods  I  thee 
endow. ''^ 

After  a  veritable  "  lioney-nioon,"  passed 
at  Sir  Egbert's  seat  in  Middlesex,  Frederick 
took  his  idolized  Amelia  to  take  possession 
of  their  own  estate  in  Herts,  where  Mrs. 
Anstruther  joined  them,  and  extolled  the 
comforting  menage. 

Sir  Egbert  then  insisted  on  his  son  bring- 
ing his  lovely  bride  to  the  Castle,  to  be 
welcomed  into  the  family,  and  to  celebrate 
the  marriage  with  due  eclat,  by  house  fetes 
and  rustic  festivities ;  whereat  sundry  sleek 
oxen  were  to  be  devoured,  and  many  hogs- 
heads of  ale  consumed. 

Mrs.  Anstruther,  in  spite  of  the  pressing 
solicitation  of  Lady  Gascoigne,  would  not 
consent  to  accompany  her  daughter,  for  she 
could  neither  forgive  nor  forget  the  sneer- 
ing insinuations  about  the  deprecated  one's 
alliance;  and  she  vowed  she  would  never 
enter  the  Castle  till  it  was  in  the  occupancy 
of  the  future  Baronet. 

Other  feelings  than  those  of  resentment 
would,  no  doubt,  have  influenced  her  con- 
duct had  she  but  known  to  whom  she  was 
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indirectly  indebted  for  the  estranging 
epistle;  which  was  the  conception  and 
work  of  an  emissary  sent  to  Malta  to 
watch  her  actions,  dog  her  steps,  and  nse 
every  artifice  to  undermine  her  measures. 
How  far  the  secret  agent  succeeded  in  the 
mission  has  been  already  shown. 
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CHAPTER  XIY. 

It  is  now  necessary  to  notice  proceedings  in 
another  quarter,  and  to  explain  that  great 
was  the  bustle  and  excitement  at  Montague 
Hall,  consequent  on  the  preparations  for  the 
reception  of  house  visitors  to  celebrate  the 
return  of  the  young  sailor  from  what  Sir 
Andrew  Freeport  called  the  "  British  Com- 
mon," not  an  inappropriate  designation  for 
the  sea,  if  people  loill  hut  believe  that  those 
Avho  frequent  it  are  not  geese. 

Housemaids  were  hurrying  to  and  fro 
arranging  the  spare  bed-rooms  —  cooks 
busily  occupied  putting  their  department  in 
order,  and  imparting  items  of  necessary  local 
knowledge  to  hired  assistants  engaged  to 
manufacture  choice  viands,  and  construct 
barley-sugar  pagodas. 

Butler  and  footmen  in  shirt  sleeves  bur^ 
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nisliing  up  the  handsome  old  flimilj  plate, 
plateau,  epergnc,  candelabra,  dishes,  covers, 
bread-baskets,  wine-coolers,  vases,  flower- 
stands,  goblets,  salvers,  &c. 

Coachmen  superintending  the  clearing  out 
of  the  spare  coach-houses,  and  settling  the 
vacant  stalls  for  strange  steeds. 

Gardeners  smooth-shaving  the  lawns, 
rolling  the  gravel- walks,  adjusting  the 
flower  borders,  and  determining  which  par- 
ticular showy  bunches  of  grapes  should  be 
lirst  cut  in  the  hot-house,  whose  roof  exhi- 
bited a  splendid  supply  of  black  Hamburgh 
and  Muscatel. 

My  mother,  the  while,  was  aided  by  her 
zealous  son  in  unrobing  divers  drawing- 
room  ornaments,  denuding  sundry  carved 
oak  chairs  of  the  chintz  vestments  that  ordi- 
narily concealed  from  view  and  preserved 
from  injury  the  brilliant  worsted  work  on 
their  long  backs  and  seats,  representing 
human  figures,  animals,  and  groups  of  flowers. 

The  day  was  on  the  wane,  and  the  earliest 
of  the  company  were  momentarily  expected. 
Not  only  neighbours  on  terms  of  intimacy 
or    friendship,    but    all   visiting    country 
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acquaintances  within  a  circuit  of  several 
miles  had  been  bidden  to  the  entertainment, 
and  had  promised  to  be  present  upon  such 
a  very  'particular  occasion.  Even  Mrs. 
Sneyle,  who,  according  to  her  own  state- 
ment, seldom  stirred  from  home,  and  made  a 
point  of  never  sleeping  out  of  her  own  house, 
had,  in  consideration  of  her  great  regard  for 
the  family  and  her  favourable  recollection 
of  the  frank  youth  before  he  went  to  sea, 
kindly  undertaken  to  make  one  of  the  party 
to  commemorate  so  auspicious  an  event. 

Carriage  after  carriage  rolled  up  to  the 
pillared  doorway  of  the  old  mansion,  and  the 
different  guests  on  alighting  were  conducted 
to  ;^  the  presence  of  the  dressed-up  lady, 
flushed  with  expectation,  who  received  them 
with  wreathed  smiles,  and  uttered  expressions 
of  heart-felt  happiness,  highly  gratifying  to 
their  amour-propre. 

The  dinner-hour  at  length  arrived,  and 
the  erect  serious-looking  butler,  in  a  sepul- 
chral voice,  pronounced  those  pleasing  words 
productive  of  uprising,  commotion,  and 
doubts.     The  host  had  no  difficulty  in  de- 
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ciding  where  his  duty  lay,  so  he  hastened 
towards  Lady  Emily  Siuiviter  and  tendered 
his  arm. 

Lord  Suaviter  made  straight  for  Mrs. 
Montague. 

Young  Lord  Lovealot,  rather  contrary  to 
choice,  was  assigned  to  Lady  Acreless. 

Sir  James  Acreless,  a  sublime  portable 
compound  of  pride,  pomp,  and  poverty, 
thought  of  the  Baronetage,  and  stalked  up 
to  his  rightful  portion — an  Honourable. 

Colonel  Stiffback,  suddenly  from  the 
"  attention"  position,  put  the  right  leg  for- 
ward, and  marched  against  Lady  Smirk- 
away,  whose  aldermanic  knight  spent  a  se- 
dentary life  in  association  with  his  inse- 
parable companion — gout. 

Squire  Ridehard  trundled  along  till  he 
encountered  Mrs.  Pastoral,  and  in  the  ar- 
rangement of  the  other  couples  who  followed 
in  due  succession,  it  seemed  that  most  of  the 
married  gentlemen  had  apportioned  them- 
selves to  the  wives  of  those  who  were  dedi- 
cated to  theirs,  thus  observing  the  axiom 
that  "  one  good  turn  deserves  another  f  and 
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the  sprinkling  of  bachelors  had  to  exercise 
ingenuity  and  address  to  procure  the  com- 
panionship of  the  prettiest  vestals. 

Though  last,  and  perhaps  least,  I  certainly 
was  not  the  less  satisfied,  for  I  was  convoy- 
ing as  pretty  a  craft  as  ever  sailed  under 
the  escort  of  a  man  of  war.  Yes,  Miss  Lily 
Peering  was  lovely  in  the  true  acceptation 
of  the  phrase — 

"  Thoughtless  of  beauty,  she  was  beauty's  self." 

I  was  directed  to  sit  at  the  bottom  of  the 
elongated  table,  opposite,  but  scarcely  in 
sight  of,  my  sire,  the  view  being  intercepted 
by  a  central  ornament  surmounted  by  flowers, 
so  I  took  up  that  post  of  honour,  habited  in 
midshipman's  uniform,  in  compliance  with 
the  irresistible  entreaty  of  my  mother  to  show 
myself  in  my  regimentals. 

It  would  not  be  becoming  in  me  to  dilate 
on  the  excellence  of  the  feast  that  diffused 
obvious  gratification  amongst  its  partakers, 
nor  need  I  refer  to  the  continuous  supply  of 
champagne,  hock,  and  moselle,  that  seemed 
to  be  the  popular  beverage — suffice  it  to  say, 
that  the  provision  was  abundant,  the  cookery 
unsurpassable,    the   wine   sound   and    old. 
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These,  I  believe,  constitute  commendable 
attractions  in  the  opinion  of  people  addicted 
to  estimating  human  worth  by  hospitality. 

About  the  middle  of  the  table  sat  Mr. 
Oswald;  not  far  from  him,  on  the  left,  was 
Doctor  Dillon;  both  evidently  well  pleased. 
On  my  right  was  seated  the  confusing  crea- 
ture, whose  charming  face,  bright  eyes, 
sweet  smiles,  and  arch  looks,  kept  me  in  a 
continual  flutter.  Her  image  was  the  first 
impressed  upon  my  "  boyhood's  waxen 
heart,"  and  as  I  called  to  mind  Dante's 
early  attachment  to  his  fascinating  Beatrice, 
I  felt  I  was  not  at  all  too  young  to  think 
seriously  of  matrimony.  Country  gentle- 
men are  proverbially  loyal :  so  was  Mr.  Mon- 
tague. He  invariably  drank  his  sovereign's 
health  after  dinner.  He  did  so  upon  this 
occasion.  After  this  primary  toast,  Mr. 
Oswald  rose,  and  prefaced  a  very  proper 
compliment  by  the  following  admirable 
speech : — 

"  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  know  I  need 
offer  no  apology  for  availing  myself  of  my 
privilege  as  an  old  acquaintance  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Montague  — ^  "  ' 
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^'Friend!''  cried  the  host—"  Certainly," 
exclaimed  his  spouse. 

"  To  express  my  sentiments,  without  re- 
serve, as  to  the  character  and  conduct  of  their 
noble  and  gallant  son,  at  the  foot  of  the  hos- 
pitable board  we  now  surround,  as  I've 
known  him,  I  may  almost  say,  from  his  birtli 
up " 

"  Very  true !"  vociferated  my  mother. 

"  And  been  occasionally  entrusted  with 
the  ao'reeable  task  of  administerincr  unto  him 
counsel,  ere  he  quitted  home  to  buffet  the 
stormy  waves  of  life.  For  more  than  three 
full  years  has  he  been  serving  his  country 
faithfully  and  effectually  in  a  foreign 
clime " 

"Ah,    indeed    he    has!"    sobbed    the 
hostess. 

"  And  we  can  easily  imagine  the  feelings 
of  mixed  pride  and  joy  of  the  exemplary 
parents  I  see  before  me,  as  they  gaze  at  their 
dutiful  and  distinG:uished  son  come  back 
from  encountering  the  ills,  the  cares,  the 
woes  of  this  troublous  world,  under  circum- 
stances of  great  peril,  trial  and  privation." 
This  allusion  was  too  much  for  her  excited 
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feelings,  a  choking  sensation  rose  to  her 
throat ;  bnt  a  timely  burst  of  tears  came  to 
her  relief.  She  raised  her  handkerchief; 
the  speaker  paused,  but  only  for  a  moment. 

"  I  will  not,"  he  continued,  "  permit  my- 
self to  praise  tliat  generous-minded  youth,  in 
proportion  to  his  deserts,  lest  it  might  be 
supposed  I  wished  to  exalt  his  merits  too 
highly.  No;  I  will  not  run  the  risk  of 
being  considered  too  partial,  by  bestowing 
such  eulogies  as  my  heart  and  cOiiscience 
tell  me  he  so  richly  deserves.  I  must  leave 
you  to  imagine  what  I  abstain  from  utter- 
ing. But  I  conceive  I  should  l)e  acting 
wrong — yes^  wrong — were  I  to  forbear  com- 
municating the  contents  of  this  important 
document  I  hold  in  my  hand,  which  I  have 
the  permission  of  the  company,  I  hope,  to 
read  aloud. 

"  It  is  a  memorial  of  tlie  professional 
zeal  and  abilities  of  the  promising  young 
officer  I  speak  of,  and  I  trust  he'll  preserve 
it  with  extreme  care " 

'•  Oh,  I'll  take  care  of  it!"  ejaculated  the 
tearful  parent. 

"  And  be  stimulated  by  its  possession  to 
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renewed  exertions  in  the  pursuit  of  fresh 
fame.  I  am  sure  it  is  unnecessary  for  me 
to  say  more  in  introducing  to  your  notice 
this  very  flattering  official  record  which 
says — 

"  ^  This  is  to  certify  to  the  Lords  Com- 
missioners of  the  Admiralty  that  Mr.  Arthur 
Montague  has  served  as  volunteer  of  the 
first  class  and  midshipman  in  his  ^Majesty's 
ship  Felicity,  under  my  command,  from  the 
15th  day  of  May,  18 ,  to  the  date  here- 
of, during  which  time  he  conducted  himself 
with  diligence,  attention,  and  sobriety,  and 
was  always  obedient  to  command. 

(Signed)        "  *  Eichard  Saunders, 
"  '  Captain. 

"'  H.M.S.  Felicity,  Portsmouth  Harbour, 
September  3rd,  18—.' 

"  I  perceive  around  me,  looks  that  betoken 
admiration  and  astonishment,  which,  indeed, 
are  very  natural :  the  one  for  the  character 
of  the  youth  whose  conduct  has  elicited  this 
public  notification  of  his  praiseworthiness ; 
and  the  other,  that  one  still  so  young  sliould 
have  already  gained  such  rare  connnenda- 
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tion.  I  will  not  suffer  myself  to  enlarge  on 
this,  to  me,  very  interesting  theme,  despite 
my  feelings  of  deep  regard  for  the  estimable 
young  officer  whose  safe  return  to  his 
paternal  seat  we're  here  met  to  celebrate; 
so,  in  conclusion,  I  beg  to  propose  that  all 
present  fill  a  bumper  of  our  liberal  enter- 
tainer's matchless  Burgundy,  to  drink  the 
health,  long  life,  and  prosperous  career  of 
his  creditable  son,  of  whom  he  has  indeed 
much  reason  to  feel  most  justly  proud." 

I  may  venture  to  state  tliis  toast  was 
well  received.  The  assembled  guests  uprose 
from  their  chairs,  and  a  multitude  of  glasses 
''  mantling  with  rosy  wine"  were  uplifted  to 
lips  not  indisposed  to  quaff  the  grateful 
nectar.  All  eyes  were  directed  towards  the 
person  honoured,  who  bore  the  general  gaze 
wonderfully  well;  and  many  sentences  of 
the  same  purport  were  muttered,  all  adapted 
to  convey  gratification  to  the  individual 
accosted.  It  may  be  imagined,  perhaps, 
that  he  got  up  to  render  a  suitable  reply 
declaratory  of  thankfulness  and  delight. 
No;  he  was  spared  the  necessity  of  adopt- 
ing such  a  course  by  the  promptness  of  his 

VOL.  III.  0 
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parent,  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  table,  who, 
impelled  by  gratitude  and  joy,  rose  directly 
those  who  had  conferred  the  compliment 
resumed  their  seats,  and,  with  glistening 
eyes,  and  a  flushed  countenance,  exclaimed — 

"  Oswald,  I'll  never  forget  this.  My 
friends,  your  kindness  overpowers  me." 

How  much  more  he  might  have  intended 
to  say  in  explanation  of  his  sentiments,  had 
not  his  wife  very  unexpectedly  stood  up 
and  interrupted  him,  l)y  joining  in  his 
speech,  it  is  of  course  impossible  to  decide. 
She,  considering  it  incumbent  on  her  to  add 
her  acknowledgments  to  his,  on  a  subject 
concerning  them  both  equally,  could  not 
think  of  remaining  silent  when  he  was  ex- 
pressing his  obligations;  so,  without  a 
moment's  hesitation,  she  followed  his 
example:  and  as  she  cast  her  eyes,  be- 
dimmed  with  tears,  around  the  table,  her 
looks  betraying  the  intensity  of  her  emotion, 
she  shook  her  head,  and  said,  in  a  faltering 
voice — 

''  Yes,  yes  —  indeed,  'tis  very,  very 
kind  of  you  all  to  show  so  much  affection 
for  my  darling  Arthur;  and  as  to  you,  my 
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dear  Mr.  Oswald,  all  you've  said  is  only  of 
a  piece  with  your  dear  kind  self,  so  anxious 
so  solicitous  about  our  family,  so  ready  to 
console  us  in  the  hour  of  affliction,  so  happy 
to  say  something  nice  in  our  moments  of  re- 
joicing !  Oh,  this  evening  makes  me  feel  so 
comfortable!  Tm  very,  very  grateful  for  it." 

My  father  testified  his  approval  of  this 
piece  of  oratory  by  taking  part  in  the 
applause  it  produced. 

I,  with  that  candour,  which  is  one  of  my 
pleasing  characteristics,  must  confess  that 
during  the  curate's  laudatory  speecli,  my 
eyes  were  not  idle.  I  observed  with  atten- 
tion, and  I  may  say  interest,  the  physio- 
gnomies of  his  auditors,  and  endeavoured 
to  decipher,  from  their  expression,  their 
ideas  respecting  the  accuracy  of  his  remarks, 
and  I  admit  my  opinion  of  the  inflexible- 
looking  colonel  was  not  improved  as  I  de- 
t<3cted  a  smile,  that  I  fancied  had  the 
appearance  of  being  a  sneering  one,  cross 
his  stern  countenance,  when  my  panegyrist 
alluded  to  my  achieving  greatness.  This  I 
ascribed  to  that  latent  envy  and  jealousy 
that  is  said  to  exist  between  the  sister  ser- 
02 
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vices,  and  to  have  so  baneful  a  tendency. 
Although  it  is  often  talked  of,  I  certainly 
had  never  seen  an  instance  of  it  before. 

But  the  colonel  was  not  the  only  person 
with  whom  I  felt  cause  to  be  dissatisfied. 

The  squire's  face  would  not  bear  a  close 
scrutiny,  nor  could  I  help  feeling  offended 
when  he  remarked,  that  if  he  had  a  dozen 
sons,  not  one  of  them  should  go  to  sea,  as 
he  considered  that  chasing  a  fox  was  a  much 
more  manly  employment  than  chasing  a 
slaver. 

The  baronet's  visage,  too,  displeased  me, 
for  I  thought  I  saw  something  indicating 
superciliousness  about  the  mouth — that  tell- 
tale organ  that  exposes  what  people  most 
wish  to  conceal. 

Dr.  Dillon,  however,  made  some  amends 
for  these  evidences  of  some  of  the  party  not 
proving  themselves  correct  appraisers  of 
modest  merit,  by  the  cordiality  of  his  con- 
gratulations on  my  successes  and  rewards. 

But  it  was  from  the  looks  and  words  of 
the  softer,  the  gentler  sex,  that  I  gleaned 
most  satisfaction  and  contentment.  They 
seemed  to  emulate  each  other  in  awarding 
me  my  just  meed  of  praise. 
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"  You  dear  boy !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Sneyle, 
with  doubtful  discretion,  as  she  squeezed 
my  mother's  arm  in  a  paroxysm  of  affection, 
while  she  directed  her  gaze  at  me. 

Lady  Emily's  agreeable  urbanity,  as  she 
spoke  of  the  popularity  of  my  profession, 
and  her  penchant  for  sailors,  deeply  im- 
pressed me  with  the  truth  of  the  averment 
of  Fuller,  tkat  "  as  the  sword  of  the  best- 
tempered  metal  is  most  flexible,  so  the  truly 
great  are  most  pliant  and  courteous  in  their 
behaviour  to  their  inferiors." 

Lord  Lovealot,  too,  who  had  a  brother  a 
midshipman,  seemed  to  coincide  in  what 
Mr.  Oswald  had  said,  and  to  view  me  in  a 
friendly  spirit. 

But  what  shall  I  say  of  the  sensations 
generated  in  my  pectoral  region  by  the 
action  of  a  pair  of  penetrating  eyes,  belong- 
ing to  a  young  lady  on  my  right?  or  how 
can  I  fitly  describe  the  thrilling  effect  pro- 
duced by  the  soft  cadence  of  her  sweet  voice, 
as  she,  with  evident  earnestness,  asked  me 
many  questions  about  matters  incident  to  a 
sea-life — betraying  pleasure,  sorrow,  sym- 
pathy, or  alarm,  at  the  nature  of  ray  dis- 
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closures,  as  I  detailed  what  I  had  under- 
gone, and  what  I  had  witnessed?  Verily, 
as  I  watched  her  intellectual  look,  her  pa- 
thetic eye,  I  thought  with  Burns — 

''  To  see  her  is  to  love  her, 

And  love  but  her  for  ever  ; 
For  Nature  made  her  what  she  is, 
And  ne'er  made  sic  anither." 

And  just  as  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to 
utter  a  phrase  expressive  of  this  sentiment, 
my  mother  and  Lady  Emily  exchanged 
nods,  the  ladies  rose  with  one  accord,  the 
gentlemen  did  the  same,  one  of  the  latter 
flew  to  the  door,  a  grand  rustling  of  satins 
and  silks  declared  the  departure  of  the 
female  members  of  the  party,  who  proceeded 
towards  the  outlet  with  an  air  of  dignity 
and  grace. 

Those  they  left  behind  them  were  soon 
re-seated,  and  displayed  immediate  inten- 
tions of  partaking  of  the  excellent  dessert 
which  they  had  previously  eschewed. 

The  bottles  commenced  their  circulation 
with  increased  celerity,  conversation  flowed 
more  copiously,    and  not  so  noiselessly  as 
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before;  the  guests  generally  exhibited  a 
greater  degree  of  eloquence  and  animation, 
and  the  influence  of  Bacchus  was  of  the 
most  beneficial  kind,  causing  those,  who 
until  they  became  acquainted  through  his 
convivial  agency  had  been  far  from  agree- 
able to  each  other,  to  discover  their  respec- 
tive engaging  and  entertaining  qualities 
not  noticed  before. 

I  have  much  pleasure  and  satisfaction  in 
being  able  to  declare  that  the  evening 
"  went  off"  uncommonly  well. 

The  ladies  were,  as  is  their  wont,  very 
kind,  very  obliging,  very  sociable;  impart- 
ing to  others  intelligence  that  had  amused, 
interested,  or  surprised  themselves.  The 
young  ladies  were  either  very  ready  to  go 
to  the  piano  to  play  and  sing,  or  very  pre- 
pared to  resist  all  attempts  to  persuade 
them  to  do  either. 

Mrs.  Courtney,  in  turning  over  the  leaves 
of  the  "  Book  of  Beauty,"  and  criticizing 
the  portraits,  alleged  that  Lady  Hauton's 
likeness  was  far  from  flattering,  as  was 
generally  the  case,  she  observed,  in  most  of 
the  faces  there. 
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Mrs.  Moody  and  Miss  Taciturn,  in  ex- 
amining the  contents  of  a  magnificently 
bound  Album,  shared  each  other's  admira- 
tion of  its  A^arious  gems,  and  jointly  ex- 
patiated at  some  length  on  tlie  beauty  and 
brilliancy  of  the  vivid  colouring  of  a  butter- 
fly, which  was  so  like  one  they  had  both 
seen,  but  where  they  quite  forgot. 

Lady  Acreless  looked  somewhat  covetously 
at  Lady  Emily's  sparkling  diamonds.  Mrs. 
Tact  perceiving  the  starer's  growing  dis- 
concertion, with  praiseworthy  consideration, 
began  to  extol  the  envier's  splendid  brace- 
let,— the  design  was  so  unique,  the  setting 
so  chaste,  the  stones  so  handsome. 

This  adroitness  had  the  desired  effect; 
Lady  Acreless  transferred  her  attentions 
from  the  possessions  of  others  to  her  own 
property,  and  did  not  deny  that  the  article 
spoken  of  was  worthy  of  note,  and  had 
really  cost,  she  was  ashamed  to  say  how 
much. 

What  attracted  my  admiration  the  while 
I  need  scarcely  mention;  it  was  not  a 
picture,  nor  an  ornament.  I'm  wrong; 
she  might  be  said  to  be  both. 
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1  leant  over  the  back  of  the  sofa  and 
tried  to  withdraw  her  from  her  entrench- 
ment; but  her  prudent  mamma  was  pro- 
bably frustrating  my  efforts  by  a  tele- 
graphic look  or  a  touch  of  the  toe  under  the 
table. 

The  evening  over,  I  retired  to  my  dor- 
mitory,  bereft  of  mental  tranquillity  and 
internal  quiet;  and  many  hours  elapsed 
before  my  perturbed  "senses"  were  "steeped 
in  forge tfulness." 


o3 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

After  breakfast,  the  visitors  were  variously 
distributed,  to  while  away  the  day.  Some 
shooting,  some  fishing,  some  riding,  some 
walking,  some  devoting  themselves  to  in- 
door employments.  The  ladies  were  as  dif- 
ferently engaged :  some  gone  into  town  in 
the  carriages;  some  on  horseback,  accom- 
panied by  such  of  the  male  riders  as  pre- 
ferred their  society  to  their  own ;  some  on 
foot,  exploring  the  beauties  of  the  pictu- 
resque scenery.  One  lady  was  sketching 
most  assiduously ;  another  was  botanizing ; 
another  remained  in  her  room,  letter  writing. 
Of  the  spinsters.  Miss  Screech  was  trying  a 
new  song,  with  which  she  wished  to  be  per- 
fect, and  she  really  could  not  sing  when 
anybody  else  was  in  the  room  while  she  was 
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practising.  Two  other  young  ladies  were 
in  the  summer-house,  one  reading  Sir  Philip 
Sidney's  sonnets,  and  calling  him  a  love  of 
a  man,  a  sentiment  shared  by  her  congenial 
friend,  who  was  crocheting,  but  thinking  of 
the  meshes  of  Cupid,  and  the  fittest  means 
of  ensnaring  the  handsome  heir  to  an  an- 
tique family  title,  castellated  mansion,  and 
park  full  of  deer. 

I  drove  out  Lord  Lovealot  in  the  gig, 
(dog-carts  were  not  then  in  vogue,)  and 
scarcely  had  we  left  the  Lodge  gates,  and 
entered  the  turnpike-road,  when  I  espied  a 
horseman  a-head,  coming  along  towards  us 
at  full  gallop. 

"Hollo!  is  that  you,  Charley?"  I  cried, 
as  the  person  in  question  (who  was  no  other 
than  my  late  messmate,  Dickson)  passed  us 
at  midshipman's  speed. 

The  sound  of  my  voice  caught  his  ear, 
and  he  turned  round  in  the  saddle  m 
transitu^  and  tried  to  stop  his  recusant 
steed ;  but  the  animal,  not  being  accustomed 
to  being  "brought  up  all  standing"  on  such 
short  notice,  continued  its  advance,  with 
head  bent  downwards ;  nor  was  it  before  he 
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had  made  considerable  progress  on  the  same 
course  that  his  rider  managed  to  gain  the 
ascendancy,  and  make  him  answer  his  helm. 
He  then,  with  a  heated  countenance,  steered 
for  us,  shouting,  "  A  thorough  clipper,  by 
Jove !  but  wont  '  stay '  at  all." 

"  Well,  Avhere  are  you  from,  old  fellow?" 
I  asked,  holding  out  my  hand  to  grapple 
his.    "  You  haven't  been  home,  I  suppose?" 

"  Home !— ha,  ha,  ha ! — a  good  query, 
Arthur;  listen  to  this  advertisement,  cut 
of  the  *  Times.'  " 

He  then  pulled  out  his  pocket-book,  and, 
drawing  forth  a  slip  of  paper,  read — 

"  It  is  desired  that  C.  D.,  late  belonging 
to  a  frigate  in  His  Majesty's  service,  imme- 
diately communicate  his  address  to  his 
parents,  who  will  otherwise  at  once  adopt 
such  measures  as  may  seem  to  them  most 
fitting  to  make  him  rue  his  temerity.' 

"  What  do  you  think  of  that  polite  re- 
quest?" demanded  Charley,  looking  up. 

"  Do  you  intend  to  take  any  notice  of  it?" 
said  I. 

"  Of  course !"  he  replied.  "  Here's  my 
answer,  that  cost  me  five  shillings,  which  I 
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shall  send  in  a  bill  for."  As  he  spoke,  he 
produced  another  advertisement.  "  '  Any 
letters  addressed  to  CD.,  Esq.,  Ship  Hotel, 
Charing  Cross,  will  meet  with  immediate 
attention.'  This,  I  suspect,  will  lure  the 
governor  to  London,"  continued  the  unaifec- 
tionate  son.  "He's  got  himself  to  thank  for 
this,  for  first  of  all  desiring  me  not  to  return 
home,  and  then  giving  me  credit  for  being 
such  an  ass  as  to  stay  at  Porstmouth,  on 
board  a  stupid  Guardo,  after  three  years  in 
such  a  craft  as  the  '  Felicity.'  Oh,  Arthur, 
I'm  greatly  afraid  we  shall  never  meet  her 
match  again ! — such  a  pattern  of  a  captain ! 
such  a  set  of  gun-room  officers !  and  such  a 
jolly  lot  of  'young  gentlemen,'  eh?  You've 
heard  of  course  that  old  Nettings  and 
Cheeky's  chum  are  promoted,  haven't  you?" 
"No!"  I  exclaimed— "  I'm  so  glad!" 
"Yes,  they've  got  it  at  last;  and  well 
they  both  deserved  their  commissions,  I'm 
sure.  Net  and  I  were  not  the  best  of  friends 
sometimes,  but  nobody  could  help  admiring 
his  strict  impartiality  and  straightforward 
way  of  acting;  and  I  fancy  all  who  know 
anything  about  the  matter  agree  that  he  is 
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a  first-rate  sailor,  and  an  excellent  hard- 
working first  lieutenant,  neA^er  liappy  but 
when  fully  employed,  and  not  satisfied  with 
his  nights  if  he  doesn't  dream  twice  a- week 
of  sand  and  holystones.  But  what  a  splen- 
did bunch  of  lieutenants  we  had,  hadn't 
we?" 

''Indeed  we  had." 

"  I  met  that  trump  B ,  who  used  to 

drill  us  aloft,  reefing  the  mizen-topsail  and 
furling  the  royal  of  a  morning  watch,  eh, 
Arthur?    and  I  had   a   racy  salute   from 

sporting  E ,  as  he  passed  me  on  the  top 

of  a  coach  bound  to  Leamington ;  and  I  tra- 
velled up  to  town  in  a  postchaise  with  that 

fast   fellov/,  H ,    who    gave     me    and 

Simpson  seats  outside — he  and  the  handsome, 
clever,  pleasant  Lord  P being  cabin- 
passengers,  and  chucking  halfpence  to  the 
shouting  boys  every  time  we  changed  our 
four  nags,  that  carried  us  over  the  ground 
at  a  pretty  smart  pace,  T  can  tell  you." 

"  Ah,  that's  all  very  well,  Charley !"  I  re- 
sponded ;  "but  I  don't  half  like  this  break  up 
with  your  governor.  How  do  you  think  it 
will  end,  eh?" 
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"  By  my  being  cut  off  with  iiiucli  less 
than  a  shilling — I  shall  think  myself  lucky 
if  I  get  eight  pence." 

''  You  sliouldn't  make  a  joke  of  so  serious 
a  business,"  I  rejoined,  feeling  that  it  was  not 
becoming,  his  talking  so  lightly  of  his  family 
before  a  stranger;  for  Lord  Lovealot  had 
kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  him  all  the  time,  and 
was  evidently  curious  to  learn  some  particu- 
lars, which  he  afterwards  asked  for. 

"Shall  I  tell  him  the  history?"  said  I, 
appealing  to  Charley. 

j%  "  By  all  means,  and  I'll  jog  on,  astern  of 
you." 

"  You're  come  to  put  up  at  the  hall,  I 
hope?" 

"  Yes,  I  just  am.  I  didn't  forget  your 
pressing  invitation,  you  see,  and  I've  post- 
poned my  cruise  in  town  for  the  present." 

*'  You're  quite  right — glad  of  it — my 
people  will  be  delighted  to  have  you  here ! 
Come  along ;  keep  in  our  wake  until  we  get 
through  the  Lodge  gates,  or  if  you  choose 
to  give  us  your  bridle,  we'll  give  you  a 
tow." 

"  No,  I  thank  you,  I'm  not  in  want  of  a 
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tug ;  but.  on  the  contrary,  find  it  no  easy  work 
to  bring  this  fellow  to,  when  I  make  sail  on 
him ;  he  forges  a-liead  so,  that,  yaw  as  I  will, 
1  can't  deaden  his  way  till  I  shove  him  right 
up  in  the  wind,  or  into  a  hedge." 

We  then  proceeded ;  and  when  I  informed 
my  companion  of  my  late  messmate's  family 
affairs,  he  laughed,  and  observed  that  he 
certainly  bore  no  resemblance  to  the  young 
stork  of  the  wilderness,  who  is  said  to  carry 
about  his  sire  and  furnish  him  with  food." 

"Do  you  hear  that,  Charley?"  I  cried, 
turning  round  to  hail  the  convoy,  and  then 
telling  him  the  opinion  expressed. 

"  At  any  rate,"  he  replied  quickly,  "  if 
Fm  notY\k&  the  young  stork,  he's  not  like  the 
old  pelican ;  for  1  might  be  in  want  of  food 
a  precious  long  time  before  he'd  draw  blood 
for  me.  But,  dear  me!  what  a  lovely  place 
this  seems,  Arthur !  What  splendid  timber — 
what  a  noble  sheet  of  water — what  a  mag- 
nificent view!" 

"  I  hope  you'll  enjoy  it,"  said  I.  "  It 
sha'n't  be  my  fault  if  you  don't.  Isn't 
that — yes,  'tis  the  governor  I  see  yonder, 
under  the  large  old  oak,  patting  a  deer; 
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whoo — hoop!  Governor,  ahoy!  Close!  I've 
picked  up  a  prize !" 

My  father,  hearing  himself  called,  looked 
up,  and  seeing  me  with  a  stranger  on  horse- 
back, concluded  he  was  wanted,  and  therefore 
hurried  towards  us  with  zealous  alacrity, 
trotting  at  a  pace  rather  trying  to  bodily 
ease. 

"  This  is  my  most  especial  crony,  Charley 
Dickson,"  I  exclaimed,  as  my  parent  ap- 
proached, smiling  benignly,  and  holding  out 
his  hand  to  greet  his  new  guest. 

"  Eejoiced  to  see  you,"  he  said,  shaking 
him  warmly  with  both  hands.  "  Arthur  has 
often  spoken  about  you,  and  told  us  you 
were  coming,  but  couldn't  say  when.  Come 
along — come  along !  Mrs.  Montague  will  be 
delighted  to  see  you,  and  I  must  insist  upon 
you  making  my  house  your  home  as  long  as 
you  possibly  can.  You'll  find  plenty  here  to 
amuse  you,  and  if  you  can't  live  on  dry  land, 
there's  a  boat  on  the  lake." 

The  reefer  smiled  at  this  suspicion;  and, 
after  returning  his  best  thanks  for  his  cor- 
dial welcome,  pricked  his  nag  with  a  spur 
and  cantered  after  us,  leaving  my  father 
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with  his  arms  akimbo  in  the  middle  of  the 
gravel  road,  and  a  look  of  extreme  gra« 
tification  spread  over  his  benevolent  phy- 
siognomy. 

My  mother  received  my  young  friend  as 
aifectionately  as  if  he  had  been  endeared 
to  her  by  close  ties  of  relationship.  She 
kissed  him  parentally,  and,  taking  hold  of 
his  arm,  walked  away  with  him  up-stairs, 
to  the  bed-room  he  was  to  occupy,  where 
she  pointed  out  the  pleasantness  of  the 
prospect  from  the  window,  and  then  ex- 
plained the  names,  titles,  characters,  and 
exploits  of  the  diiferent  gentlemen  whose 
portraits  were  hung  round  the  room,  calling 
his  particular  attention  to  the  countenance 
and  martial  bearing  of  a  certain  personage 
represented  as  being  the  renowned  ancestor 
of  her  husband,  who  proved  his  loyalty  and 
courage  in  Charles's  luckless  campaign 
against  his  misguided  parliament,  not  only 
yielding  up  his  all,  but  shedding  his  blood 
in  the  royal  cause.  An  admirable  likeness 
of  the  Martyr  Monarch,  by  Sir  Peter  Lely, 
was  suspended  over  the  high^  handsomely- 
carved,  variegated  marble  mantel-piece. 
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"  You'll  find  some  pomade  there,  on  the 
dressing-table,  and  some  eau-de-Cologne 
and  lavender-water  in  the  toilet  bottles; 
and  if  there  is  anything  else  you  want, 
James  shall  get  it  when  he  rides  into  town 
this  afternoon,  for  fish." 

The  middy,  on  comparing  what  he  saw 
with  what  he  had  been  accustomed  to  see  at 
Holly  Cottage,  felt  he  had  undergone  some 
extraordinary  metamorphosis  that  he  could 
hardly  account  for. 

By  and  by,  he  was  ushered  into  the 
drawing-room  amidst  a  concourse  of  gay 
visitors,  where  he  was  introduced  by  Mrs. 
Montague  as  "  the  most  intimate  friend 
Arthur  had."  Though  not  naturally  dif- 
fident, he  was  somewhat  abashed  at  being 
stared  at  by  such  an  assemblage,  and  some 
of  the  party  observing  his  coloured  cheek, 
shook  him  by  the  hand  to  restore  con- 
fidence, and  it  was  not  long  before  his  seem- 
ing shyness  had  altogether  disappeared,  and 
the  strings  of  his  tongue  were  loosened.  In 
fact,  after  dinner  he  felt  so  completely  at 
home,  and  his  skin  so  warm  and  com- 
fortable, that  when  Lord  Lovealot,  who  sat 
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next  him,  jestingly  asked  if  he  wasn't  in 
the  humour  for  a  song,  he  answered  — 

''  Yes,  I  don't  mind  if  I  do,"  and,  without 
further  prom^Dting,  sang  forth — 

*  When  old  bards  sung 

Of  Venus  sprung 
From  Foam,  great  Ocean's  daughter, 

They  wished  to  show 

What  beauties  owe 
To  bathing  in  salt  water.' " 

Here  he  stopped  to  look  round  him  and 
survey  the  faces  of  his  audience,  some  of 
whom  smiled,  and  the  visages  of  others 
showed  signs  of  disapproval. 

"  Go  on !"  said  his  neighbour. 

"  No,  I  think  I'd  much  better  not,  for  if 
I  do,  perhaps  I  shall  be  interrupted  by  such 
an  insinuation  as  I  once  heard  applied  by  a 
sailor  on  the  lower  deck  to  his  cousin." 

"What  was  that?"  demanded  the  young 
nobleman. 

'-  Leave  off  singing,  Jenny, — you're  out 
of  voice,  and  in  liquor." 

This  speech  affected  the  risible  muscles  of 
those  who  had  previously  preserved  their 
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gravity,  and  Charley  was  requested  to 
furnish  the  company  with  some  account  of 
what  else  he  had  heard  and  seen  on  hoard 
ship. 

This  he  declined  doing,  on  the  plea  of 
necessary  secresy. 

When  we  joined  the  ladies  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, disturbing  their  sociable    Ute-a- 
tStes^  I  drew  Charley  on  one  side,  and  de- 
sired  him   to    tell   me   candidly   what  he 
thought  of  my  Lily,  and  I  shall  never  forget 
how  truly  mortified  I  felt  when,  after  a  cur- 
sory glance  at  the  angelic  being,  he  said — 
"  I  think  nothing  of  her — she's  is  not  tant 
enough,  she's  badly  rigged,  her  stays  are  too 
slack,  the  belly-band  of  her  main  course  all 
adrift,  her  head-gear  badly  set  up,  her  yard- 
arras  too  long,  too  short  a  cutwater,  bows 
too  blufi*,  no  catheads,  too  much  beam,  not 
at  all  a  fine  run,  too  heavy  about  the  quar- 
ters, and  neither  a  regular  round  stern  nor 
a  square  one.  She  may  sail,  though,  pretty 
well    in    tow;    if    properly   trimmed    and 
handled ;  she'd   carry    a  good  cargo,    and 
there'd  be  no    fear  of   her    running  away 
from  you;  but  as  to  her  being  what  I  call 
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a  fine  craft — no,  Arthur — no;  I'll  not 
speak  against  my  conscience — not  even  to 
please  you ;  so  the  next  one  you  ask  me  to 
survey  must  be  better  proportioned,  and 
have  neater  spars,  better  cut  sails,  less  depth 
of  hold,  and  not  so  much  ballast." 

"  Charley,  you're  a  blackguard !"  were  the 
only  words  I  could  find  to  express  my  sensa- 
tions, so  astonished  was  I  at  the  marvellous 
injustice  of  his  sketch,  which  I  endeavoured 
to  ascribe  to  some  lamentable  visual  defect, 
contrary  to  the  axiom  "z'yz  vino  Veritas. "" 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  the  company 
were  doomed  to  be  greatly  entertained  by 
my  mother's  production  of  my  earliest  artis- 
tical  performances,  which  were  strewed  about 
the  tables  with  due  maternal  pride  for  i\\Q, 
gratification  of  all. 

My  ex-messmate,  after  closely  examining 
several  of  them,  declared  he  had  not  the 
least  idea  I  was  so  talented  a  draughtsman, 
and  that  he  would  just  as  soon  have  fancied 
me  capable  of  drawing  a  tooth  as  a  tree. 
My  animals  he  pronounced  perfect,  and  as  to 
the  figure  of  a  milk-maid  with  a  pail  on  her 
head,  he  afiirmed  that  nobody  on  earth  could 
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possibly  find  fault  Avitli  it — excepting,  per- 
haps, that  the  petticoats  were  rather  too 
short.  He  then  said  there  was  one  picture 
I  had,  which  none  of  them  had  seen,  and 
which  was  by  far  the  best  worth  looking  at, 
as  it  was  coloured. 

"  Oh^  do  show  it  us,  Mr.  Montague !" 
exclaimed  the  lovely  Lily,  with  a  right  share 
of  feminine  curiosity — ''dor 

No  request  from  my  captivator  could  I 
in  prudence  refuse;  but  I  really  felt  much 
perplexed,  for,  in  truth,  I  was  not  aware  of 
being  in  possession  of  what  she  wished  to 
see;  and  I  told  her  so,  and  blamed  Charley 
for  giving  false  information. 

"  The  blue  anchor  on  your  arm  I  mean," 
he  cried,  with  an  arch  look. 

"  Of  course,"  ejaculated  my  mother,  who 
had  been  favoured  v;ith  the  sight  of  this 
permanent  specimen  of  nautical  drawing. 
"  Tuck  up  your  sleeve,  my  dear,  and  shoy\^ 
it;  for  though  I  was  quite  shocked  when  I 
first  saw  it,  at  the  idea  of  the  dreadful  pain 
it  must  have  given  you,  yet  as  it  is  there, 
it's  certainly  as  well  to  let  it  be  seen  how 
brave  you  were.  Come,  my  love,  come — 
why  hesitate?" 
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Lily  blushed,  some  of  the  matrons  stared, 
and  I  stoutly  resisted  the  appeal. 

The  said  anchor,  however,  I  was  not  a 
little  proud  of,  as  evidence  of  my  being 
a  sailor,  although  I  wouldn't  exhibit  it  in 
public.  It  was,  moreover,  remarkably  well- 
executed. 

The  artist  was  a  forecastle-man,  on 
whose  breast  I  had  one  day  observed  what 
I  considered  a  beautiful  picture  of  a  ship 
under  all  plain  sail,  braced  up  on  the  star- 
board tack,  with  a  very  large  ensign  flying 
at  her  gaff.  On  my  inquiring  what  it  was, 
he  replied,  "  It's  the  Elizabeth,  of  Liver- 
pool, sir — laden  up  to  the  hatches  with  rum 
and  tobacco — two  very  good  things,  sir,  you 
may  depend;  at  least  ways,  they  be  to  my 
mind;  it's  meat  and  drink  to  one,  is  that 
there  baccy." 

Jack,  as  is  well  known,  has  a  great 
penchant  for  converting  his  members  into 
portable  picture  galleries,  and  from  the 
drawings  usually  seen  on  sailors'  persons,  it 
is  natural  to  infer  that  they  are  eminently 
loyal,  amorous,  hopeful,  prone  to  friendship 
and  conviviality,  and  fond  of  dancing,  drink- 
ing, and  roasted  hearts. 
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The  Royal  initials,  surrounded  by  a  rich 
wreath  of  the  rose,  shamrock,  and  thistle, 
sufficiently  testify  love  for  their  sovereign. 

Warranted  likenesses  of  Britannia,  sur- 
mounted by  a  helmet  similar  to  those  worn 
by  the  fire-brigade,  and  holding  forth  what 
resembles  a  porpoise  spear,  whilst  the  other 
hand  rests  on  the  edge  of  an  elaborately 
painted  shield,  at  which  an  observant  lion 
is  gazing  wistfully,  certainly  demonstrates 
nautical  faith  in  the  reputed  superiority  of 
that  lady. 

Figures  of  opposite  sexes  in  close  con- 
junction, may  be  said  to  betoken  amative- 
ness,  and  bonnetless  damsels  with  crimson 
countenances  and  red  spotted  aprons,  stand- 
ing beside  well-balanced  anchors,  looking 
to  windward,  as  if  they  expected  some 
arrival  from  that  quarter,  are  doubtless 
typical  of  Hope. 

Hands  enclasped  in  a  firm  grip,  indicate 
the  impulse  of  friendship. 

Individuals  pledging  each  other  in  large- 
sized  goblets,  infer  a  taste  for  coloured 
fluids. 

VOL.  III.  p 
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Jack  and  Poll,  vis-a-vis,  tripping  the  light 
fantastic- toe,  with  flushed  faces,  bespeaks  a 
partiality  for  the  exercise — and  fat  hearts, 
skewered,  cooking  over  a  flaming  fire,  proves 
that  tars  are  not  ignorant  of  the  dainty  diet 
and  insatiate  appetite  of  Cupid.  These, 
together  with  other  objects,  "  too  numerous 
to  be  particularized,"  (as  auction  placards 
would  say)  which  usually  ornament  the 
limbs  of  those  whose  "  home  is  on  the  deep," 
fully  denote  their  principal  predilections. 

But,  bless  me,  where  have  I  wandered 
to?  The  three  days'  rejoicing  at  Montague 
Hall  being  over,  I  was  left  to  make  my 
visitor  more  intimately  acquainted  with  the 
topography  of  the  neighbourhood,  the  game 
in  the  woods,  the  fish  in  the  lake,  and  the 
paces  of  our  steeds. 

Much  of  our  time  was  spent  in  the 
saddle,  and  the  result  was,  an  acknowledg- 
ment from  the  coachman  that  he  did  not 
think  the  horses  looked  sleeker  than  they 
were  when  I  arrived  at  home. 

"  I'm  hanged  if  I  know  how  I  shall  ever 
be  able  to  stand  eighteen  inches'  sleeping 
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space,  salt  junk,  and  short  allowance  of 
water  after  this,  Arthur,"  remarked  my 
guest,  one  day,  after  excessive  enjoyment. 
"  I  suspect  I  shall  be  very  apt  to  grow  sick 
and  pine  away,  as  sulky  thrushes  do,  when 
caged  after  experiencing  the  delights  of  the 
country." 

After  this  declaration  it  is  unnecessary 
for  me  to  state  how  thoroughly  he  appreci- 
ated his  residence  at  Montague  Hall,  where 
he  remained  nearly  two  months;  soon  after 
which  we  were  again  messmates,  and  on 
hoard  his  Majesty's  ship  Speed,  bound  to 
China. 

I  must  allude  briefly  to  the  subsequent 
career  of  this  neglected  son,  who  eventually 
became  the  chief  support  of  his  parents  in 
their  ripe  old  age,  after  their  losing  nearly 
all  they  possessed  by  a  bank  failure;  and 
his  purse  entirely  defrayed  the  expense  of 
educating  two  brothers  for  the  church,  and 
putting  one  into  the  army. 

He    served    constantly,   greatly    distin- 
guished  himself,    gained  rapid   promotion, 
high  honours — was  left  a  large  fortune  by 
p  2 
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a  tender-hearted  old  gentleman,  whose  son 
he  had  saved  from  drowning,  in  a  gale  oiF 
the  Cape,  and  who  afterwards  died  on  the 
coast  of  Africa — obtained  that  most  pre- 
cious of  all  treasures,  an  excellent  wife, 
was  blessed  with  a  fine  family,  and  still 
lives. 


Now  I  will  venture  to  refer  as  con- 
cisely to  the  sequel  of  Arthur  Montague's 
history. 

He  visited  the  four  quarters  of  the 
globe,  and,  like  a  person  almost  as  enter- 
prising and  famed  as  himself,  circumnavi- 
gated it — became  familiar  with  the  sight 
of  Dutch  boors,  Hottentot  Venuses,  CaiFre 
Kraals,  Hindoo  temples,  Chinese  junks, 
Java  jungles,  Australian  sheep-walks.  New 
Zealand  Savages,  South- Sea  Islands,  Ame- 
rican scenery.  West  Indian  yellow -fever, 
African  Slavers,  and  European  sea-ports. 
He  had  witnessed  many  a  sanguinary  en- 
counter, been  tossed  by  many  a  tempest, 
lost   half  his   liver,    and,    after  chequered 
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scenes  in  every  clime,  ended  his  voy agings, 
saying  as  he  trod  his  native  soil — 

"I've  traveli'd  amongst  unknown  men, 
In  lands  beyond  the  sea, 
Nor,  England,  did  I  know  till  then 
How  dear  thou  wert  to  me." 


But  it  was  some  years  prior  to  this  pe- 
riod, that,  during  a  sharp  stormy  December 
evening,  in  one  of  the  splendid  reception- 
rooms  of  Clarion  Castle,  around  a  blazing 
log  fire,  sat  Sir  Frederick  Gascoigue,  his 
brother-in-law.  Captain  Julian  Clifford, 
E.N.,  and  his  much  esteemed  friend,  the 
Rev.  Henry  Percy,  M.A.,  the  rector  of 
the  parish,  a  popular  and  eloquent  divine, 
in  whose  sombre  attire,  staid  looks,  and 
serious  conversation,  it  was  not  easy  to 
discover  a  resemblance  to  the  riotous 
Cheeky. 

The  peerless  Lady  Gascoigne,  as  fascinat- 
ing as  ever,  Avas  reclining  on  the  sofa,  her 
countenance  lit  up  by  one  of  her  bewitching 
smiles,  as  she  attended  to  the  pleasing  in- 
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fantile  prattle  of  her  youngest  boy,  who 
stood  up  on  her  lap,  opening  wide  his  beau- 
tiful sparkling  blue  eyes,  and  each  jump  he 
gave  shaking  into  disorder  his  rich  flaxen 
curls  that  hung  clustering  round  as  hand- 
some and  animated  a  face  as  ever  child  wore. 
Mrs.  Anstruther  was  at  the  writing-table, 
busily  employed,  preparing  invitations  for  a 
grand  entertainment  to  celebrate  the  return- 
ing anniversary  of  her  daughter's  marriage, 
and,  as  she  filled  up  each  card,  it  is  probable 
she  felt  gratified  at  possessing  such  supreme 
sway  in  so  perfect  an  establishment. 

She  had  recently  persuaded  her  pliable 
son-in-law  to  purchase  her  former  residence, 
"  Acacia  Villa,"  when  it  was  offered  for  sale ; 
in  order,  as  she  said,  that  a  house  associated 
with  her  dearest  recollections  should  re- 
main in  the  family.  But  possibly  she  was 
prompted  to  make  the  proposal  on  other 
grounds,  for  no  sooner  had  the  matter  been 
arranged,  than  she  at  once  wrote  off"  to  the 
Dowager  Lady  Gascoigne  (who  was  depend- 
ant on  a  jointure  of  a  thousand  a-year, 
which  to  her  was  absolute  poverty  after  so 
long  a  command  of  wealth)  offering  lier  the 
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use  of  tlie  Villa,  and  all  the  advantages  n 
position  so  contiguous  to  the  Castle  would 
confer. 

The  Dowager,  though  fallen  from  her 
high  estate  sooner  than  she  had  reason  to 
anticipate,  owing  to  the  untimely  death  of 
Sir  Egbert,  who  was  found  dead  in  his  arm- 
chair, with  his  hand  on  a  heap  of  filbert 
husks  and  a  goodly  array  of  decanters  be- 
fore him,  yet  maintained  all  the  hauteur 
and  dignity  of  manner  that  had  ever  distin- 
guished her  in  her  palmy  days ;  and,  although 
any  affront  from  her  implacable  foe  was  a 
barbed  arrow  that  rankled  in  her  easily 
wounded  breast,  she  certainly  showed  more 
womanly  pride,  self-command,  and  proper 
feeling  when  fortune  had  withdrawn  her 
favours  from  her  than  when  she  revelled  in 
luxuries  and  possessed  the  power  to  indulge 
in  ostentatious  displays  and  imperious  con- 
duct to  unobsequious  inferiors. 

Her  daughter's  undiminished  attachment 
to  her  was,  however,  a  source  of  deep  joy ; 
and  she  felt  duly  grateful  to  her  obedient 
child  for  having  foresworn  the  society  of  her 
successors  at  the  Castle,  and  for  doing  her 
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utmost  to  prevent  her  husband  from  ever 
appearing  there,  though  her  efforts  to  keep 
him  away  were  unavailing. 

Frequenters  of  the  Castle  had  no  cause 
to  draw  disparaging  contrasts  between  the 
present  and  the  past.  Mrs.  Anstruther 
took  especial  care  to  obviate  the  likelihood 
of  any  invidious  comparisons. 

Hospitality  remained  the  order  of  the 
day  there,  and  heaps  upon  heaps  of  cards, 
quickly  accumulated,  testified  a  full  measure 
of  appreciation ;  and  amongst  the  multitude 
of  visitors  none  were  more  regular  in  their 
calls,  more  delighted  to  come  to  dinner, 
or  more  assiduous  to  please  when  expe- 
riencing the  benefits  of  such  meetings, 
than  Mrs.  Chatting  and  Miss  Gleaner, 
who  had  erased  the  name  of  the  Dowager 
from  their  visiting  list  to  preserve  the 
entree  of  the  Castle;  and  whenever  Mrs. 
Anstruther  on  Party  nights  happened,  as 
some  times  she  did,  to  touch  upon  the  events 
of  former  days,  she  had  no  reason  to  com- 
plain of  any  want  of  coincidence  between, 
her  opinions  and  theirs,  resDCCting  the  un-: 
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justifiable  proceedings  that  were  adopted  to 
frustrate  the  alliance  referred  to. 

"Amelia,  love!"  said  the  busy  mother, 
looking  up  from  her  writing — "there's  still 
one  chair  vacant." 

"  I  wish  there  were  two,"  replied  the 
other,  "and  then  we  could  ask  Captain 
Dickson  and  his  agreeable  wife.  I'm  sure 
they'd  be  glad  to  drive  over  from  their 
place,  although  it  is  fifteen  miles  off; 
they're  always  such  an  acquisition,  and  I 
like  them  excessively." 

Whilst  mother  and  daughter  were  revolv- 
ing this  matter  in  their  minds,  and  deter- 
mining who  was  to  fill  the  ungiven  seat. 
Sir  Frederick  and  his  companions  were 
talking  of  days  gone  by,  and  in  the  course 
of  the  conversation,  the  Rector,  turning  to 
Captain  Clifford,  said,  "  By-the-bye,  have 
you  ever  seen  anything  of  the  Montagues 
of  late?  I've  quite  lost  sight  of  them  for 
some  time." 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes !"  responded  the  other, 
^'  I  was  there  on  a  visit  not  six  weeks  ago, 
and  left  them  in  excellent  health,  although. 
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as  you  know,  getting  somewhat  bowed  by 
age,  which  both  bear  wonderfully.  What  a 
delightful  old  couple  they  are!  They're 
universally  beloved!  My  visit  was  very 
seasonable,  for  they  had  just  received  a 
happy  letter  from  Arthur,  as  they  still  call 
the  Captain,  announcing  his  having  been 
made  a  C.B.,  and  the  tears  rolled  down 
the  old  lady's  cheeks,  as  she  spoke  with 
pride  of  his  honours,  and  extolled  his  gal- 
lantry. But  who  do  you  think  I  encoun- 
tered casually,  not  long  since?" 

"Who?" 

"Why,  no  other  than  Lieutenant  Old- 
ham." 

"  Oh,  he  was  here  with  me  last  summer ! 
and  I  often  get  a  few  hurried  lines  from 
him.  I'm  godfatlier  to  one  of  his  boys,  and 
I've  christened  all  his  children  but  one." 

"  Yes,  he  told  me  you  were  the  best  and 
kindest  friend  he  had  in  the  world,  and  that 
your  generosity  to  him  in  every  way  was 
quite  unbounded." 

"  Indeed,  I'm  sure  it  affords  me  the  sin- 
cerest  pleasure  to  be  of  any  use  to  him; 
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he's  a  very  worthy,  high-principled,  warm- 
hearted fellow." 

"  Yes,  that  I  believe  he  is.  Indeed,  he 
was  much  affected  when  he  spoke  of  the 
warm  interest  you  take  in  his  welfare,  and 
of  his  frequent  receipt  of  well-filled  hampers 
from  the  Rectory." 

"  The  way  I  stumbled  across  him  was 
odd  enough.  I  was  strolling  along  the 
beach,  when  we  came  face  to  face,  and  of 
course  at  once  recognised  each  other. 
*  Hallo !'  said  I,  '  where  do  you  live,  and 
what  are  you  doing  here  in  uniform?'  He 
laughed,  and  pointed  up  to  an  unsheltered 
tenement,  perched  at  the  edge  of  a  chalk 
cliff,  with  a  flag- staff  before  it. 

"  '  Are  you  alone  there?'  I  asked. 

**  ^  Come  and  see,'  said  he ;  and  he  con- 
ducted me  up  a  steep  path  to  his  unorna- 
mented  abode,  on  reaching  which  four  or 
five  children,  of  graduated  sizes,  rushed  out 
of  the  little  paled  garden,  and  at  the  same 
moment  a  head  was  thrust  out  of  the 
window,  screeching,  ^  Come  in  this  minit, 
you  mischeevious  children,  a-running  about 
so  with  nothing  on.' 
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'' '  That's  my  wife,'  remarked  the  satis- 
fied husband,  ^  and  a  first -rate  one  she  is 
too.' 

"  '  Glad  to  hear  it,'  I  replied ;  and  as  we 
entered  the  door,  we  were  introduced  in  due 
form,  and  I  received  an  exquisite  courtsey, 
and  as  I  stepped  into  the  little  room  pointed 
out,  I  unfortunately  overheard  the  whisper 
in  the  passage — '  Ho,  Holdhara,  whoever 
have  you  brought  in  unawares  now,  and  not 
a  bit  in  the  house? 

"  This  uncheerful  information  did  not,  how- 
ever, prevent  his  pressing  me  to  partake  of 
something,  which  I  had  the  discretion  to  de- 
cline, and  after  a  short  chat  we  parted  after 
his  promising  to  be  my  guest  some  day  when 
he  could  get  away  from  liis  duties,  which  I 
have  since  heard  he  devotes  himself  to  with  his 
wonted  zeal,  and  is  never  to  be  seen  between 
daylight  and  dusk  without  a  spyglass  under 
his  arm  or  up  to  his  eye.  Mrs.  Oldham,  I 
understand,  is  in  no  way  connected  with  the 
Peerage,  and  that  she  is  indebted,  to  having 
displayed  peculiar  skill  and  judgment  in  the 
mixture  of  fluids,  whilst  occupying  the  posi- 
tion of  female    Ganymede  in  a  mansion  of 
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a  public  character,  to  having  secured  for 
lil'e  a  partner  she  never  contemplates  without 
pride  and  admiration." 

"  Well,  Julian,  have  you  any  idea  what's 
become  of  our  old  messmate  Nettings  ?"  in- 
quired Sir  Frederick. 

"  Of  course  I  do.  He  now  commands 
a  fine  Indiamaii.  He  failed  in  his  attempt 
to  get  employment  afloat,  after  paying  off 
the  Dart,  and  he  declared  he  couldn't  exist 
on  shore,  so  he  made  interest  in  some 
quarter  to  get  what  he  has — as  fine  a 
frigate-built  vessel  as  ever  you  saw.  He 
still  enjoys  his  wet  and  dry  holystoning, 
though  on  a  smaller  scale;  and  I  believe 
he  tries  his  hand  at  imitating  the  man-of- 
war  as  well  as  he  can.  He's  got  a  com- 
plete set  of  watch  bills,  station  bills,  and 
fire  bills,  and  always  takes  advantage  of  a 
calm  at  sea,  to  shift  a  sail,  or  do  something 
in  that  way,  for  exercise." 

"  Is  he  married,  do  you  know?" 

"  Yes  ;  he's  spliced  to  a  young  girl 
whom  he  handed  up  and  down  the  poop 
ladder  so  often,  until  at  last  he  fancied 
he  discovered  she  gave  him  very  frequent 
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opportunities  of  doing  so;  so,  one  evening, 
he  drew  her  on  one  side,  and  laconically 
suggested  making  her  Mrs.  Nettings,  when 
the  sliip  reached  England — a  proposition 
she  did  not  reject,  as  she  had  quitted 
India,  owing  to  the  loss  of  her  father,  and 
was  proceeding  to  the  guardianship  of  an 
aunt  she  had  no  affection  for." 


THE  END. 
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